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CHAPTER XXVIII. 



TURNBULL v. FAIRLIE. 



VOI-. IT. B 



* The future is never so strange as we picture it to ourselves. A 
hundred golden threads bind it to us akeady. It is all one's whole 
past which claims the future, and draws it into itself. One thing recalls 
another, as one thing foretold another.* — Miss Thackeray. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

Chili. October had come round again, and Dr. Fairlie 
had been nearly four months a stranger to Lumgair. 

London was half-empty, but the Long Vacation 
was drawing to its close, and in another ten days' time 
business-men and their families would have settled in 
town for the winter; for its work, and its bread-winning. 

One of the first cases for hearing in the Court of 
Common Pleas is that of Tumbull v. Fairlie. Counsel 
had been engaged on the one side and on the other, 
and Mr. John Fairlie now awaited in London the 
commencement of a suit on which, not only his for- 
tune, but his reputation was staked. 

Most serious charges had been brought against 
him by his sister and her husband, and the sus- 
pense was telling on his strength in a way to 
cause serious anxiety to his son. It was true that 
the old man occasionally seemed able to make a 
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good fight of it, but at others he drooped so much 
that, while he affected to speak hopefully of the re- 
sults of the trial, his looks belied the confidence he 
expressed. He was obliged to admit that his strength 
was failing, or rather that it was not, as it had 
been, equal to any strain. * In fact,* he said, ' it is in 
trying to jump the ditch that a man finds out that 
he is old.* 

Then his son would again urge him to compro- 
mise the affair. * Why not offer to go shares with 
Mrs. Tumbull } ' 

* No,' retorted his father sullenly, * it is all in the 
lawyers* hands now, and there it must be left To 
take it out of their hands, and to bid them make 
such an offer at the last hour, would be tantamount 
to admitting that we have a bad case.* 

Robert Fairlie listened, but he was not convinced. 
Could not Mrs. Turnbull be worked upon and made to 
wish on her side that the quarrel should be adjusted 
by mutual compromises ? It might gratify momen- 
tary vengeance to ruin an only brother, but, that once 
done, what would remain to her "i Only the blackened 
reputation of her family (of which two members 
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would have been proved to have been scamps) and 
as much of William Fairlie's fortune as the lawyers 
might please to leave after they had had their pickings. 
She would surely do better to come to terms with 
her brother, if only on the principle that it is a silly 
fowl that soils its own nest, and that half a loaf is 
better than no bread. 

Mr. Fairlie replied that there was no chance of that 
now, and then relapsed into angry calculations of the 
costs that would certainly leave his enemies little, 
if any, bread. He placed all his faith in the fact that 
letters of administration had been granted him by his 
late brother at a period previous to a demise which 
might have been sudden at the last, but which no 
one, he urged, who knew the habits of the late Mr. 
W. W. Fairlie, could justly call unexpected. 

These letters of administration were to be made 
the most of by counsel, and they would serve to ex- 
plain the drawing ofthose two large cheques which the 
Turnbulls chose to speak of as forgeries, because they 
were dated prior to the death of the testator. 

The animus of Mr. Turnbull had throughout been 
so extremely bitter that Mr. Fairlie and his sister 



6 Within Sound of the Sea. 

had thought it best never to meet since his return 
from Toronto, and since the beginning of their dispute 
about the Canadian succession. 

At the present moment the TurnbuUs were spend- 
ing the summer at Norwood. So much Robert Fairlie 
was able to gather about them, and there, indeed, he 
found them when, acting one day on a sudden im- 
pulse, he walked up to the door of a house in 
Palace Road. He rang, and had himself shown in 
quite unexpectedly upon his aunt and cousin. 

His visit lasted about half an hour. Mrs. Tumbull 
began by making him a stiff bow, but she relented 
after the first five minutes, which were spent by 
her daughter, Magdalen, in alternate exclamations 
of wonder at the change in her cousin, and at his 
sudden appearance in Norwood. * I could not be in 
town and not look you up/ he said, looking hard 
at her. * I am sure we never expected to see you 
again : certainly not now,' she cried. 

The six years that had elapsed since the Turn- 
bulls left Lanark had greatly changed this young 
lady herself Miss Magdalen Tumbull was now 
nearly twenty years of age. She had a thickset 
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figure, pretty but rather insignificant features, light 
hair, a quantity of freckles, and a set of the whitest 
teeth in the world. 

Robert Fairlie, on his side, had developed into a 
tall, strong, stately man, with a long auburn beard, 
long, tapering hands, and a look of great power as 
well as gravity in his face. In fact, the cousins 
were obliged to confess that they might easily have 
passed each other in the street without so much as 
guessing that they had spent all their childhood 
together. Yet Robert Fairlie had now to make the 
best use of those childish days in Lanark. He re- 
ferred to them again and again, so that Magdalen 
sat smiling and colouring; and finally Mrs. Turn- 
bull, seeing her darling child so gratified, was fain 
to relent, and to remember the past also. 

When Dr. Fairlie quitted the house he stood for 
a moment on the doorstep, looked up to the bow- 
window of the room in which Magdalen remained 
standing, lifted his hat to her, and smiled ; while the 
young lady smiled, and also lingered in a way that 
encouraged him to repeat his visit to Palace Road. 

One visit led to another, and Robert Fairlie never 
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for a moment lost sight of his original idea in the 
matter of this hideous lawsuit, viz., that it must be 
possible to compromise it in some way, and not, 
among such near relations, pursue it to its bitter 
end. That the result would be disastrous to all con- 
cerned he had felt keenly from the first, and he said 
so to his aunt when, on the occasion of his second 
visit, the Turnbulls took him to see the Crystal 
Palace. 

As they sat together on a bench in the nave they 
were supposed to be admiring some of those repul- 
sive groups of savages that are set up to exhibit 
their peculiarities and their boomerangs among the 
evergreens, but Dr. Fairlie was in reality observ- 
ing his cousin, and he continued to watch her, until 
he felt sure that, in her partiality for himself, he 
had secured an important ally. 

He recommenced his appeals to the past, furbished 
up recollections of the old home in Lanark, of all the 
pets, and pastimes, and hair-breadth escapes of their 
childhood, and then passed on to the joint reverse of 
fortune to which his father and Mr. TurnbuU had been 
exposed by the failure of the Western Bank. He 
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hinted that his father was not unmindful of. these 
facts, or of old ties. So far from this, he knew that his 
father had been from the first disposed to make his 
only sister a gainer from the Canadian fortune. That 
had been his first thought, but of course, under the 
present painful and embittered state of family matters, 
that idea had long been abandoned. His father now 
only dwelt on the injuries he had received from his 
sole surviving relation, who had not even stopped at 
the more lenient charge of perjury, but had proceeded, 
through robbery and forgery, to hint at poison. Cer- 
tainly, the inference was not unfair that a man who 
could commit these crimes might not have been in- 
capable of contributing to the premature death of 
a brother. They must, Robert said in conclusion, be 
admitted to be a most unfortunate family. 

Mrs. Turnbull, who had got very red, said nothing 
during this exordium but * H'm-h*m ' at intervals; but 
Magdalen, on the contrary, got pale, the more so as 
her eyes and those of her cousin happened to meet, 
and to rest on each other for a moment. 

' I declare to you, Robert, I am perfectly certain, 
that I am nowise to blame,* exclaimed the old lady 
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at last in rather a husky voice. * I can most ho- 
nestly say that I dislike quarrels; and, though I 
may be rather quick in my temper, I have kept the 
peace to the best of my ability, and always respected 
my own family. But I cannot see my daughter 
wronged by an unjust will —mind, / don't say that it 
is a forged one, Robert ! ' 

' Oh, mamma ! never mind now about that weary 
will,* cried the young lady, between crying and 
laughing. 

' But I must mind about it, girl ! ' 

* But wAatf my dear aunt, what, allow me to ask 
you, becomes, after such a suit as this, of the honour 
of your own family and of its good name ? Nothing 
to its discredit is known as yet, but once let this case 
be reported in the "Times,'' and you may then as 
well try to stop the sun in its course as to stop the 
tongues of all Lanark, and of the London lawy^s. I 
say nothing about the many strange tales of my 
Uncle William's career in the States that must come 
out ; but what, for example, do you wish to have said 
about his marriage with a ticket-of-leave woman in 
Melbourne.^ Though Mrs. William Walker Fairlie 
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happens, luckily for us all, to be both dead and buried, 
still a convict she was to all intents and purposes ; 
and at one time, if she wanted to travel, she could only 
do so under the supervision of the police. You can 
hardly wish to claim her as a near relation for yourself 
and your child.* 

* Oh ! I declare that I never, never, could show my 
face again if all that was to come out and be said 
about us,* cried Magdalen, almost with tears. 

Mrs. Tumbull tugged at her bonnet-strings, while 
Robert Fairlie went on : * Of course all those things, 
and many more, will have to come out — the episode 
of the magic lantern, and the whole life in the States, 
which is really not fit for public inspection. Then 
grant, for a moment, that Mr. TurnbuU wins his suit. 
It is a monstrous supposition for me to make, 
but still for argument's sake we will make it. Well, 
admit it, I say, and what is the result t — you have 
proved your only remaining brother guilty of felony. 
What next } To Mr. Tumbull's feelings I naturally 
can have no clue, but your own, my dear aunt, as 
regards your own family, and the future prospects of 
your daughter, are certainly not to be envied. I do 
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not speak of myself — I should in such a case be 
simply ruined and done for, and should leave the 
country.' 

Magdalen, who had been gazing at the speaker 
through all his arguments with eyes of admiring pity, 
now looked so uncommonly piteous that Dr. Fairlie 
instinctively felt tliat he might do worse than leave 
his case in her hands. He accordingly took his 
leave, but not until it had been arranged that he 
should come down again on Sunday, and then meet 
his uncle, Mr. Turnbull, before the family should have 
left its holiday quarters at Norwood. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 



HONOUR V. DISHONOUR. 



'Whose honour in dishonour rooted stood.' 

Tennyson. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

It was the last Sunday in October. The morning 
had been frosty, and the elm-trees were shedding 
their shrivelled leaves upon the broad gravel paths. 
In fact, the year was dying, through still brief days 
and sweet. The horizon was blue and misty, but 
from the brow of Sydenham Hill the rich English 
landscape stretched away for miles, with a middle 
distance full of sunshine and golden stubbles ; while 
from the gardens, with their piles of dahlias, came 
the robin's autumnal note. 

It was afternoon, and two figures might be seen 
walking up the steep incline of Palace Road. At 
a respectful distance from them, two young girls 
loitered arm-in-arm, and as they went they said to 
each other in laughing tones, * Are they not a regular 
Sunday couple ? ' 

All the passers-by, unless it were some preoccu- 
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pied * Sunday couples,' turned to look at Dr. Robert 
Fairlie as he walked with his cousin Magdalen Turn- 
bull. His great height, with his peculiar colouring, 
would have made him remarkable at any time, but 
to-day his head was a little bent, his eyes had an odd, 
suppressed excitement, and he gnawed his nether lip. 
Magdalen stepped demurely by his side. She had been 
to meet her cousin at the station — he had asked her 
to do so — and now, when he had thanked her for 
coming, she was very pale, very silent, and very 
happy. 

This is only the fourth time that they have been 
together since she shed those girlish tears on leaving 
Lanark, and her big, teasing, and yet protecting. 
Cousin Robert. But Magdalen already loves him. 
He, on his side, though he may have to marry her, is 
not in love with her. How could he be — with the wrong 
woman, with the wrong voice^ and with the wrong 
soul, looking through the wrong eyes.? But to this 
tender-hearted companion he may yet owe peace and 
safety, and the possible compromise of the suit which 
must otherwise bring loss and pain, and perhaps ruin 
and shame, into his father's house. 
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As the young people approached the house Mr. 
Tumbuirs figure became visible in the bow window. 
Magdalen preferred to separate from her cousin in 
the little garden. ' Oh ! I cannot go in/ she said : 
* I am always afraid to speak before papa. Besides, 
you are going to talk business with him, so you 
cannot want me. You will be better alone. I will 
walk on, with the two Constable girls, to Anerley.* 

The conversation between Dr. Fairlie and his 
uncle was tite-h-tite^ and it was a singularly un- 
pleasant one for the young man, since now, for the 
first time, he heard a good deal of the plaintiffs 
side of the question. 

Decidedly the elder Fairlie must have acted 

throughout with the greatest want of caution, and it 

had not been till after the suit was instituted against 

him that a copy could be got from him of the deed 

of administration, and of those other documents on 

which he now took his stand. His excuse, that he 

had hardly ever been stationary in any place, was, 

Mr. TurnbuU urged, a mere subterfuge, and what his 

motive might have been for such conduct Robert 

Fairlie himself could not even guess. Neither could 

VOL. II. c 
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he explain why his father should have offered, as it 
seemed he had done, to sell his interest as admin- 
istrator to a Scotchman in Toronto of the name of 
William Harkiss. 

These facts, whether correct or exaggerated, were 
certainly ugly ones, as narrated by an ill-wisher; and 
the gravest part of it was that, whether true or false, 
they were all absolutely new to the defendant's son. 
Robert Fairlie shuddered as he thought how anyone 
of them might be turned to account by a quick- 
witted and unscrupulous pleader, and he hugged 
even closer to himself the determination he had 
already formed at the close of his second visit to 
Norwood. 

Dinner was served to the TurnbuU family at six 
o'clock. Robert Fairlie dined with them, and before 
the meal was over, Jane, the cook, and Alice, the 
little workhouse girl, who ran errands, peeled potatoes, 
and played with the inevitable lodging-house cat, 
had settled in their own minds, while handing the 
horse-radish sauce for the Sunday roast beef, that 
*Miss fancied her cousin,' and would probably 'get 
married to him ' before Christmas. 
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The hour of leave-taking came at last, and the 
visitor walked away to the station — but with how 
heavy a heart ! Never, since, that first night of con- 
sternation in which the tidings of his father's difficuU 
ties had reached him at Lumgair, had he suffered as 
he suffered to-night. 

'Guilty or not guilty?' Again those dreadful 
words rang in his ears, and, do what he would, he 
could not banish them. Be his father guilty or in- 
nocent of the graver charges brought against him, it 
was but too evident that there were dark pages in 
his Canadian past, as well as in that of Mr. William 
Fairlie, and who knows what detestable discoveries yet 
to be made by looking into matters more closely ? 
The son felt that he for one had not the courage to 
do so, and he was gla,d, when he returned to their, 
hotel, to go to bed without even seeing his father. 

All night he thought of the Tumbulls : of the 
little ferret-eyed father, the red-faced, loud-tongued 
mother, and of Magdalen, walking with her flat feet,- 
and talking with that strong twang, while she looked- 
the picture of a self-conscious, commonplace flirtation. 
Marion's voice was melody itself, and, with its faint . 

C2 
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Highland accent, came from the most lovely, curved 
lips that a man ever kissed. 

There was, however, but one course open to him. 
He saw it, he knew it, and he felt it with that deadly- 
perspicacity with which people sometimes perceive 
the fate that is prepared for them. 

He had seen it for the last fortnight, but had 
hated himself, as if the clear vision was so far an ac- 
quiescence in a resolution at once so self-sacrificing 
and so base. Most of all he dreaded the automaton- 
like steps which he had made, and had yet to make, 
towards an arrangement that was so repulsive. 

Magdalen Turnbull was an only child, and her 
wish, which was law to her mother, was nearly sure 
to be so to Mr. Turnbull. Magdalen liked him. Shq 
was twenty, and as uninteresting a girl as this po- 
pulous globe contains ; but she liked him, and she 
would help him to stop this lawsuit. It must be 
stopped. The affair must be compromised, and Mr. 
William Fairlie's fortune divided in a proportion that 
his father could offer, and that the Turnbulls could 
accept with propriety. There was only one way of 
doing it. He must marry Magdalen — make her his wife 
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— drag her about the world after him, and leave Marion 
Ford as if she had never — as would to God she had 
never — been. Leah was to be his, and Rachel was 
for ever lost 

Up till now he had, though he contemplated this 
step, been finessing with himself, and with misfortune. 
In visiting at Norwood he had been putting, as it 
were, an interval between his lost happiness at 
Marion's side, and the unsoundable gulf of trouble 
that, by no fault of his own, had opened before him. 
Into it he must leap. No more hopes, no more self- 
deception, and no reprieves were now possible. 

Dr. Fairlie sprang out of bed, and opened the 
shutters. It was early, and the gas-lamps still burned, 
as yellow stars in the grey morning light. He took 
out of a pocket-book two photographs, a bit of nar- 
row, dark-blue ribbon, and a sheet of note-paper, on 
which was a verse of a song. 

These were all the relics that he possessed of 
Marion Ford. He kissed them, knelt down, and, after 
striking a match, burnt them on the hearth ; and 
then, after drawing down both the blinds, he sat for 
two hours alone in the chill, dark, solitary room. 
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When he left it he looked as if he had come from 
a new-filled grave ; and so he had, for the man 
who forsakes his first love has seen the ruin of the 
sanctuary of his life. 



CHAPTER XXX. 



A FEAST OF LANTERNS. 



. . ' Each day brings its petty dust 
Our soon-choked souls to fill, 

And we forget because we must, 
And not because we will.' 

M. Arnold. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

Dr. Fairlie went down to Norwood by an afternoon 
train. He found Magdalen at home. She was work- 
ing in the bow-window, and on his entrance she did 
not rise, but only, looked up ; and on his holding out 
his hand she gave him her own in a silence that she 
was too breathless to break. 

Instead, however, of sitting down near her, he 
walked up and down the little sitting-room, and but 
very few words passed between the cousins. 

The determination of Robert Fairlie had all along 
impressed itself on the girl's nerves, and had thus 
created an odd impression of helplessness. Even if she 
had not loved her cousin she could not have resisted 
him, or her fate, and to-day they both knew, with 
absolute certainty, how this interview would end. 
Only by one of them that end was feared, as men 
may fear the bolt which will launch them into 
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eternity; while the other^ with wet ^Yt,% round- 
opened, and with lips half-parted, sat in a glow of 
wonder and bliss, hearing, as it were, those chiming 
bells which ring out the old, and, for a woman, ring 
in the great, the wonderful, and the new. 

Robert Fairlie at last said suddenly, 'Could 
we not go out for a walk? It is stifling in 
here.* And he suddenly flung himself down on a 
chain 

Magdalen ran off to fetch her hat Alas I in what 
war-paint and feathers did she not now think it fit and 
right to appear ! And her cousin, disenchanted as he 
was with everything that was not Marion, wondered 
how she had the courage to wear such garments, or 
such a hat. 

However, they were to go for a walk, and out they 
went — first down the steep hill in silence, and then 
through the rosary at the gate of the Palace gardens^ 
till they found themselves pacing its long terrace, 
within distant sound of a concert which was going 
on in the nave. Very few sentences had as yet been 
exchanged, for Magdalen was frightened as well as 
happy, and Robert was intensely preoccupied. He 
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had said nothing to his father about his present in- 
tentions, and nothing ever about Lumgair, or the girl 
who had there taken his heart into her gentle keeping. 
The best part of generosity is never to reveal what 
your sacrifice costs, and must go on to cost, you. 
Therefore in all his communications with the elder 
Fairlie his son had never questioned him, but only, as 
it were, set open for him doors by which he might, if 
he chose, make his escape. 

Magdalen, however, would sometimes cross-ques- 
tion her cousin about his life at Lumgair. She began to 
do so this evening, but could elicit nothing from him 
except that the parish doctor's practice had been old- 
fashioned, and that he had been an obscurantist who 
still bled patients for congestion of the lungs. * Of 
course they died — you are not surprised at it' Mag- 
dalen, who knew nothing about it, was quite ready 
to be surprised or n'ot, according to directions ; but 
her questions bored her cousin so much that he sug- 
gested that they should go in, and listen to the music. 
* Ah ! ' cried Magdalen, ' what a pity it is so late in 
the year ! Early in this month they still illuminated 
all the fountains on Thursdays. You should have 
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been with us then. But there is to be a feast of lanterns 
in the Palace after dusk. It will be delightful.' 

They had just entered the concert-room and taken 
their places, when two of the seats in front of them 
were occupied by a couple of people whom Magdalen 
declared to be engaged lovers, and who were cer- 
tainly about her own age. She drew her cousin's 
attention to them — in the hope, I think, that it would 
provoke him into a tender speech, if not into an 
absolute declaration ; but Robert Fairlie turned as 
pale as if he had seen a ghost, and before the first 
movement of the symphony had ended, was sitting 
with his arms folded on the back of an empty chair in 
front of him. His breath came very fast ; and finally, 
to Magdalen's surprise, she saw, when he raised his 
face from his arms, that it was wet with tears. 

* Do you care for music so much ? ' she asked. 

' Yes — no, I mean ; yes,' was the reply, and then 
they spoke no more while the symphony went on. 
Storms of sound filled the room ; a bright, happy 
W(;///* was worked out now in one key, now in another ; 
and then came an adagio y in which the very soul of 
Love breathed through regrets, and vanished in a sigh. 
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It wearied Magdalen. But what, she asked herself, 
made Robert tremble so ? and why did he gaze at the 
woman in front of them, and start if ever she hap- 
pened to turn in their direction a little, pale face in 
which Magdalen, at any rate, could sec nothing re- 
markable except a pair of large brown eyes ? 

* Never, ' muttered Robert to himself — * never did I 

see such a wonderful likeness.' And he fairly gnashed 

his teeth, for the woman's hand was now ungloved — he 

saw a wedding-ring on her finger. So the young man 

who sat beside her, * blest as the immortal gods,* was 

the husband of this little soft-eyed creature, who might 

really have been Marion Ford's twin sister. Young, 

innocent, happy, though evidently not rich, and newly 

married to a man who was proud of her, how sweet 

she looked ! But, oh ! where, and how, was Marion } 

Robert Fairlie again bowed his head on his 

arms. It felt as if it must burst, while the orchestra 

tripped through the trio, and the minuet, of that cruel 

symphon}'. 

Where, and how, was Marion } Did she not 
claim him by that one kiss, remembered so wildly 
to-night, when the zeal of his lost love wellnigh ate 
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him up, and while his cousin sat there, expecting to 
become his wife ? He would have no wife but Marion. 
She had had the bloom of his fancy and of his first 
love, and no other woman should have the strength 
of his matured passion. Only now, by dint of suffer- 
ing, had he learnt what loving deeply meant. Can 
anything in the world, credit, honour, or fortune, repay 
what the heart loses ? And had not Marion a right 
to him ? Might he not write to her, and tell her of 
his cruel trial, and of his constant love } Ah ! but what 
could he say to Magdalen ? * I will bid her forget a 
man who never cared for her. Father, I cannot inter- 
fere further ! Marion, I come ! I come ! ' 

With a loud crash the finale {presto, molto agitato) 
had come to an end. The woman in front of them 
rose, her husband put a shawl over her shoulders, she 
looked her thanks, turned, and was gone. 

* Diid you ever see that lady before, Robert } You 
did nothing but watch her. Do you know her?' 
asked Magdalen as they also left the concert-room, 

* I don't know her from Eve.' 

' They are newly married, I am sure. Do you 
think her pretty ? ' 
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* No — plain/ was the reply ; and then the cousins 
emerged into the nave, which had been sombre when 
they had exchanged it for the concert-room, but 
which was now all lit with Chinese lanterns, and 
filled with a crowd of people. 

It is the last fSte of the season,' said Magdalen. 
* How I wish we had all settled to dine here ! ' 

* We can do so, if you like.' 

' Would it not be delicious ? * 
So dinner was ordered, and Robert Fairlie's fate 
was sealed. His determination to sacrifice himself 
had become, as we see, very feeble, but the circum- 
stances he had created for himself when it was stronger, 
now carried the day. A small body of water can 
receive, from the slope of the hill, down which it falls, 
a momentum and a force out of all proportion to 
its own volume, and so to-night Dr. Fairlie's will was 
carried along. As they walked home he proposed to 
Magdalen, and was accepted. 

It was dark ; not a breeze stirred the trees, and 
not a doubt crossed the girl's mind as to the good 
faith of the offer that her cousin made her. Youth 
not only wears a wreath of roses, but believes that it 
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docs so of right Nor had Magdalen's heart lost, 
through the hard lessons of experience, any of the 
first freshness of its trusting nature. So, between 
laughing and crying, she told Robert that she had 
never forgotten him, and had never loved anyone else. 
Fortunately he was not bound to be equally frank 
with her, or he must have told her that he had for- 
gotten her, and that not only had he loved some one 
else, but that he worshipped her still— even Marion, 
his first love. 

Ah ! if he could have beheld her^ weeping, only 
ycstVeen, through the long night-hours in that tall, 
white house within sound of the sea ! How embittered 
then would have been this betrothed state of his, 
with all the congratulations and preparations into 
which his bride was ready to plunge herself and 
him! 

Mr. John Fairlie sent his daughter-in-law elect a 
present of a gold watch and chain, and then went off 
to Scotland, on such urgent private affairs that he had 
no time to pay her his respects in person. 

The suit of Tumbull v. Fairlie never came up 
for hearing before the Court of Common Pleas, and 
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Robert Fairlie bought a practice near Mitcham, and 
put a red lamp over his surgery-door. 

Before Christmas he was married, and some of 
her wedding-cake was duly sent by Magdalen to the 
old lodging at Norwood, when Jane, the cook, and 
Alice, the maid-of-all-work, as the reward of their 
clear-sighted sympathy, each got a piece of it to 
dream on. Next morning they, no doubt, confided 
to each other both the dream and its interpretation. 
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IN GLEN CAOILE. 



' Far from gay cities, and the ways of men.' 

Odyssey, xiv, (Pope). 
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' The whole of this coast presents a most singular mountain out 
line. . . . Like the other mountains of this extraordinary shore, 
it has every advantage that can arise from independence of position — 
rising, a huge and solitary cone, from the high land beneath, and lift- 
ing its dark precipice in unattended majesty to the clouds. All around 
is barrenness and desertion : except where some lake, glittering bright 
in the sunshine, gives life, a still life, to the scene ; and the eye ranges 
far and wide over the land, seeing nothing but the white quartz sum- 
mits of Canisp, Coycraig, and Ben Mor, the long streams of stones 
that descend from their sides, and the brown waste of heath around.' — 
Macculloch's Tour in the Highlands^ vol. ii. p. 355. 

' When now the North his boisterous rage has spent. 
And peaceful sleeps the liquid element: 
The low-hung vapours, motionless and still. 
Rest on the summits of the shaded hill, 
Till the mass scatters as the winds arise. 
Dispersed and broken, thro' the ruffled skies.' 

Iliadt book v. (Pope). 
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CHAPTER I. 

^ Alba nan* tomadh sruth: Alba nan' tomadh caoiU' 
Which, being interpreted, means, ' Scotland of the 
many streams ; Scotland of the many firths.' 

My readers have already sojourned with me 
on that east coast of Scotland which may truly be 
said to be ' of the many waves,' and I must ask them 
now to visit, along with my heroine, the west coast of 
Sutherland, which is more emphatically ' nari tomadh 
caoilf ^ a land of many firths, or inlets of the sea. 

By the shore of Glen Caoile (the strait^ or narrow 
glen) there runs a narrow road — a streak of warm 
yellowish gravel, pleasantly visible on an expanse of 
brown moorland, studded as that is with grey rocks, 
and with many little lakelets in which the water-lilies 
float. 

Along this road Marion Ford is being driven to- 

* Caoil^ pronounced kyle. 
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day by her uncle, Mr. Hugh Matheson, who is the 
tenant of the great sheep-farm of Tordarach, distant 
about two miles from the lower extremity of Glen 
Caoile. As his gig only moves at a footpace, there 
is time for us to recognise the girl's face. 

Nine months have passed over her head since we 
last saw Marion Ford at Netherbyres — one of those 
vacant periods which so often occur, planted in 
between one pain and another, in the lives of provin- 
cial women. Nine months of solitude : of harvest and 
of ingathering, and then of winter ; nine months also 
of suffering, for the power of a separation from any- 
one we have learned to love, is far greater, and morq 
heartrending, than we know till we have tried it. 

Moreover, the gifts of love and sympathy, and the 
pure joy, which Marion had once been so ready to 
give, had all, like Noah's messenger bird, returned to 
herself again. For them no meet or safe resting-place 
had been found; and, though of a generous and un- 
resentful nature, Marion, as a woman, had suffered 
deeply. It had been long, also, before she could 
cease to blame herself for the natural candour of an 
ingenuous heart, for the blushes of her modest face. 
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and for the tears and smiles of her young eyes. Surely 
she was unjust to herself, for, however much capti- 
vated by her lover Marion might have been, there had 
been really nothing to be ashamed of in the courageous 
self-foi^etfulness of a warm-hearted woman. 

Marion's solitary winter was one of which a great 
French writer would have been justified in saying 
that its dreary cold had been 'as a crime.' Then 
came March, when the year is apt to keep the promise 
of the spring in the letter, by reason of its lengfthen- 
ing days, but to break it in the spirit by reason of its 
bitter winds and of its late snowstorms. 

On one of those inclement days Marion got a 
severe chill, and was then laid up with a rheumatic 
fever, which disabled her for even more than the 
usual six weeks. 

The pain was very great, and Christy Blake very 
neglectful, by reason of her preoccupations in the 
village; and so Marion, left alone all day, would 
sometimes see the light begin from the east in the 
morning, and finish in the west of an evening, with- 
out any break in the monotony of her imprisonment. 
The confinement to one room luckily did not fret 
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her» only the IHtle &ce grew veiy small, and the 
strangely pathetic; brown eyes veiy large indeed, as 
she lay there, stiff, silent, and submissive, and in a 
solitude which was peopled only for her by the lost 
idols of the memory or of the heart. 

Old Dr. Miller now and then came in person to 
visit her ; and one day Marion thanked him for a favour 
shown to very few since his accident of last year. 

* Eh, dawtie/ I am no* so sure that it is such a 
favour, for I am but a past, old body now. But, as it 
makes my bad, old heart ache to think of you lying 
there all alone, if I can't come to cure you I can just 
come to cract with you.' 

One day, when her recovery was almost complete, 
the old man told her about Dr. Robert Fairlie's 
marriage to a cousin whose parents had broi^ht a 
lawsuit against his father. How Dr. Miller came to 
be possessed of those facts I cannot tell, except that 
in this world everybody's love is Polichiners secret, 
and everybody's reverses are matters of housetop 
publicity. At all events. Dr. Miller had got hold of 
the story ; and, after telling it to Marion, he asked 
her if she had heard anything of it before. She did 
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not start, or blush, but a sort of spasm passed over . 
the pretty, patient face as she answered gently, 
*No;' and the water stood in her eyes when she v*' 
asked Dr. Miller to open the window, and to let 
her have a little more air. 

' It is not more air, it's warmer and better air that '*4 
ye want, dawtie. Ye want it to set you up, and ye 
want it to put some flesh on these bits of bones of 
yours.' And as he spoke he touched pitifully one of 
the girl's thin hands. ' I have been speaking to your 
father already about getting you sent to the High- 
lands. You have got all your mother's friends living 
in Sutherland still, I am thinking ? ' 

' Yes, my Uncle Hugh and his daughters are all 
at Tordarach, I believe, though I have not had any 
letters from my cousins Klatie and Alexa since the 
time that poor mother died. They both wrote to me 
then.' 

' Are they nice young lassies ? I hope they are.' 

' Alexa is two years older than I am, and Katie is 
two years younger. I hear that Katie is very deli- 
cate ; but she was a very pretty girl when we were 
all together at Strathpeflfer, now five years ago. Both 
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of them have a great look of mother, and eyes like 
Hugh's.' 

' Well, your father is ready to send you to them ; 
and your uncle Hugh will be ready for you by the 
time that you are ready for the trip.' 

It was in this way that Marion Ford's Highland 
journey was first arranged. It actually came to 
pass at midsummer ; and thus it is that we find 
her skirting a wild, sea loch on the west coast of 
Sutherland. 

It is the hour of high-water, but there is no wind, 
and the grey and silver tide creeps quietly about the 
feet of the hills. A little coasting steamer lies half- 
beached on the southern promontory of this caoil^ or 
inlet. Beyond it the ground rises in brown, swelling 
slopes of moorland. All here is broad, and prodigal 
of space, yet to-day these slopes, vast as they may 
be, appear even wider and wilder than the reality, for 
the heads of the great hills are all, for the moment, 
hidden in mist. But this expanse of waste is mapped 
out, as it were, by huge, grey boulders, or by bluffs of 
those primary rocks that here lie so near the surface. 
It is also broken now and again by falling rivulets, or 
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by thickets of the mountain birch-trees that, wrapped 
in a dreamy mist, cluster along the sides of the little 
sheltered dells. 

It has rained all the morning, but it is now eleven 
o'clock ; and, though the rain still falls, there are a 
dozen little signs of a happy impending change in 
the weather. The temperature is higher ; some sky- 
larks rise perpendicularly; the grouse get up with 
a loud whirr as the passing carriage-wheels startle 
them from among the heather ; the birch-trees, like 
the bog-myrtle, throw out a wondrous perfume ; and, 
lo! the sun begins to struggle through the clouds. 
As Marion watches it a slant sunbeam, piercing the 
drifting fleeces of vapour, falls on the brown pool 
below the road. There is a wild tangle of blackberry 
and cloudberry, wild breath of bog-myrtle and juniper, 
of mellick, and of rosemary, wild cry of plover and of 
curlew, and bleat of lambs: but in all this beautiful 
desert there is no voice of man, nor any footfall save 
the sound of their horse* feet, as Marion and her 
uncle, after walking slowly up a long hill, made a 
sharp turn to the right, just where the river enters a 
little, inland lake« 
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'That is Sul-Bhvein/ says Mr. Matheson as he 
points to a great stack of dark red conglomerate, a 
pinnacle of purple strengfth, over i,ooo feet in height, 
now rearing its solemn and solitary beauty against a 
sky from which the curtain of the mist had suddenly 
risen. 

* What a wonder !' Marion cried ; and to eyes ac- 
customed only to the monotonous, rolling contours 
of the Grampians, this panorama of the mountains 
was striking indeed. They stood defined against a 
limpid sky of purest, palest blue ; while the sky itself, 
by its long, parallel lines of faint clouds, suggested 
the breadth and the level of the Western Sea. 

* We arc not far from home now,* said her uncle ; 
'there is the farm; and no doubt Alexa and 
the dogs will come down to the ford to meet you. 
Poor Katie is not fit for that, or for anything else 
now.* 

' I did not know till last month that she was such 
a sufferer,' said Marion. 

The farmer shook his head. 

' Poor girlie ! she is far gone in a decline ; indeed, 
she is just passing her time ; and I doubt if she will 
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do more than see Alexa's marriage in the back-end 
of harvest.' 

* You are glad about Alexa, are you not ?* 
' I am really well pleased at it. She has got an 
honest, kindly lad. You heard about it } He is a 
Munro, of Obsdale. His father, Gustavus, is of that 
family, and they all come from Ferrindonald, and 
have always made a good appearance. She will do 
very well. Katie was never like her sister ; she had a 
crook in her lot ; but she was a bonny bit thing 
though, as ever you saw — " Katie Ruadh,'' as they 
called her in the county-side.' 
' What does that mean, uncle ?' 
' I was forgetting that you have no Gaelic ; but your 
mother hdidgalore — she ought to have taught you. It 
means " aubum^^ for the lassie had an extraordinary 
head of hair. You will be kind to my Katie, Marion ? 
especially if I have to take Alexa to Glasgow for a 
week, to buy her things. If I do, you will be kind to 
Katie ? ' repeated Mr. Matheson, in a husky voice, as 
he shook the reins of his horse, and bade it quicken 
its pace in the neighbourhood of its stable. 

The ford was crossed in safety ; and on Its o^Jtifcx 
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side, as Hugh Matheson had predicted, his eldest 
daughter stood. 

The two cousins shook hands and kissed each 
other ; and when the frisks and barks of Suildhu and 
Busdhu^ had been suppressed, Marion was taken into 
the house : ' for Katie has been wearying for you all 
day, and vexing herself at the rain.' 

' Oh, it was not very wet/ answered Marion ; * and 
now how fine it is!' 

Alexa Matheson led the way upstairs, and, open- 
ing the door, ushered Marion into a room of which 
your first impression would have been that it was 
uninhabited, so still and so shrunken was its only 
occupant. Katie Matheson, a fragile-looking young 
girl of about eighteen, lay on a bed near the 
window. 

' You are kindly welcome to Glen Caoile,' said a 
voice from the bed; and Marion, advancing to it, 
stooped, and kissed her youngest cousin, Mr. Mathe- 
son's invalid and favourite child. 

But she felt shy with both Alexa and Katie ; she 
had never seen them in their home before ; and when 

> Suildhu^ black-eyed, Busdhu^ black-mouthed. 
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fchey had last met at Strathpeffer her own mother 
had been alive, and they had been light-hearted, 
young girls, who played all day long on the slopes of 
Cnoc-farril, or wandered through the woods to Loch 
Ussie. While she stood there wondering that any- 
thing alive should be so thin and transparent-looking 
as Katie, old Annach Gunn entered. 

Annach Gunn, better known as the muihmembr, or 
the * great nurse,' was the most important person at 
Tordarach. She called Marion 'Muireall,' and told her 
that she remembered Mrs. Ford before her marriage, 
and her departure for the South; in fact, she still 
spoke of her as of * her poor bairn Effie,' when her 
talk rambled from her long-past wedding to that 
of Alexa, which was to take place in autumn. 

The course of Alexa's love had run smooth — 
without either fear, or quarrel, or doubt Gustavus 
Munro was four years older than his bride ; he had 
always been a good son, was in business, and steady, 
and had a dozen reputable cousins in Ferrindonald* 
Moreover, he was, like his bride, an ardent adherent of 
the Free Church ; so that Alexa had only one trouble 
in her life — when she married she must leave K^lte. 
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*But sisters 'n-ere not meant to live together/ 
suggested Marion, trying to console her, when at 
bedtime Alexa stole to her room, and unbosomed her 
mind of this and of other matters concerning herself. 
Would Marion really stay here, and take care of 
Katic» when her father took her to Glasgow ? If 
she went it \\x>uld have to be before the preachings ; 
and when she returned Gustavus Munro, and his 
parents, would come to Glen Caoile, and then Ma- 
rion would see them all, and make friends with her 
new cousin. 

Yes, Marion would gladly take care of Katie if 
her uncle and Alexa went to Glasgow for a week. 

* It will be my first sight of Glasgow, and of 
Inverness,* added Alexa, with her eyes sparkling; 
* only leaving Katie is hard ; and if it is hard for a 
week, what will it be for me when I go away for 
good?' 

Marion did not answer what she thought, namely, 
that even before Alexa should have bestowed herself 
in wedlock, * Auburn Katie' would be gone where 
there is neither marrying nor gfiving in marriage, 
but where all are as the angels. 
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' The second sight is an impression made, cither by the mind upon 
the eye, or by the eye upon the mind, by ivhich things distant or latiixe 
are perceived, and seen as if they were present. This receptive fiicolty, 
for power it cannot be called, b neither volontary nor constant. The 
appearances have no dependence upon choice ; they cannot be sum- 
moned, detained, or recalled. The impression is sudden, and the effect 
often painful.'— Dr. Johnson's yburtuy to tke Western Islands of 
Scotland* 
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CHAPTER II. 

* Do you feel it lonesome here, Mari<m ? ' asked her 
cousins of a guest who, finding that during a High- 
land midsununer night there are not more than three 
hours of darkness, had slept but lightly, and had 
risen at least ten times since the dawn, to look at the 
hills^ and to listen to the lapping of the tide in the 
deep-winding caoiL 

The farmhouse, with its dependencies, and its big 

peat-stacks, stood on a small plot of rather ragged 

meadow-grass, which served as a playground for the 

dogs, and for Fiusach (bearded), Alexa's pet kid. 

Behind the farm the ground dropped suddenly to 

the ford by which the house was approached, but 

on the other side of the river the hills rose again at 

once, forming a dark and frowning rampart of at 

least one hundred feet in height above the level of 

its nearest pool 
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The ledges of these hills are at midsummer 
green with little fields that have never known the 
scythe, and these were all gay now with patches of 
wild flowers. Down their slope, not two hundred 
yards from the windows of the farm, a streamlet falls, 
and this stream, from beating against the rocks, gets 
broken into three little cascades, which, through a 
group of trembling birches, and an inner veil of ferns 
and delicate stonecrops, find their way at last to "the 
caoiL The dash, the spring, the fanciful sparkle of 
this stream by day, and its white rush, spread over 
the hill's flank like a veil of silver by night, were 
all matters of wonder to Marion. 

* But don't you find it rather lonesome at first ? ' 

' No, I don't think I shall be lonesome here,* she 
replied, though, in truth, the solitude must have 
appeared very curious to one accustomed to the 
Kirkton and the Fisherton, and to a constant sense 
of neighbourhood to populous Easterhaven, with its 
trade and its many ships. 

The sheep-farm which Hugh Matheson rented 
had an area of about twelve square miles, with 
scenery of the most savage and impressive kind. At 
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Tordarach he lived fifteen miles from a post-office, 
or from a doctor, and, except the farm and its 
offices, there was no roof visible for miles — nothing 
nearer than the ferry at the mouth of the caoil^ or 
than the shooting lodge at Ardenns, which was only 
occupied during three months of the year. 

Alexa took her cousin out after supper, and after 
exhibiting her to the shepherds, and to their dey 
(dairywoman), then showed her, in return, the dairy, 
and the boats, and the big, old broadsword that had 
been got in a 'moss' one day. She also taught the new- 
comer to tell the hour of the day by the sun's plac^ 
and the direction of the wind by the way in which 
the cormorants down in the caoil were setting their 
wings open to windward to dry them. * Look at the 
wind on the canna^ too,' said Alexa ; and in truth 
sdl the snowy beards of the cotton-grass might be 
seen trending in one way before the western breeze. 
'One can always tell the north by the side of the 
tree that the lichen's beard grows on,' added the 
Highland girl. 

'Why do you know all these things ? And what 
is the use of them ? ' said Marion. 
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* Why, to find one's way home when the mist 
comes suddenly out of the hill, and one would be 
lost Sometimes one can go by the way the stream is 
running ; but, if there should be no bum to gmde 
one, then one must have different ways of knowing 
the points of the compass, and steer by them* 

' There are a great many things to learn about 
Highland life : you will have something to do in 
teaching me/ 

' Oh, Annach is the person to tell you all the 
secrets, and the wise ways. She won't begin any 
work on a Monday, or look at the new moon through 
a pane of glass, or speak of the fairies except on a Fri- 
day, on which day they are all supposed to be absent. 
It is their Sunday. She hears the bell ringing before 
anyone dies ; and, if it rains on a Friday, she tells you 
it will rain on a Sunday, and then that a wet Sunday 
brings a wet week. As it rains nearly every day in As- 
synt she cannot be proved to be wrong, and is proud 
of being right. But now let us go home ; for it is 
getting late, and Katie must have her supper. It 
ought to be low-water in the caoU about six to-night; 
and you see that the cows are going down there 
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already.' Truly it was as the fanner's daughter said : 
tiie Uack and dappled herd of dury cows m^t 
now be seen making their way, without a gxiardian, to 
ikfi fdge of the tidal inlet ' They do this every day 
bacawse they like the salt, and they are never wrong 
ahoi^. the hours of the tide,' added Alexa, laughing. 
■ '■> When the two girls went in they found the 
tnl mfM e mdr endeavouring, with many a 'MuiUag mo 
tridktV. (Darling of my heart), to persuade Katie to 
^m^jifsn .totOR rice-and-milk. Alexa took the basin 
frQUBk: .her* and sittii^. down, be^an to feed her 
a|B|Pi; wjtulc^e and Marion chatted of the intended 
yjypt tP Gla^ow, of the purchases to be made there, 
and of the glimpse of the bridegroom which was to 
tttlH^d ^Xd& way. 

vvtiA'^cr a week Mr. Matheson and his daughter did 
Vsvc -for QIasgow; but by this time Marion had 
^qjute domesticated at Tordarach, and fif^ as 
e trusted with the dogs and the kid, 

J her poor, invalid cousin. 

i favoured is that Highland home that 

\ ti£Ctic member, for pulmonary consump- 

r the Celtic race in these noi&env 
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provinces. ' Auburn Katie's ' case was an advanced one, 
with all the fever, and with the exhausting night-sweats 
of her cruel complaint She had very bright blue eyes 
and a quantity of auburn hair under a little, white cap, 
and, Marion thought, must have been a prettier girl 
than Alexa. But she was very serious, and was visited 
sometimes by a grim-looking old elder, whose thoughts 
and words all seemed strange to Marion ; so that the 
new-comer often felt shy of speaking to her cousin on 
mere worldly topics. One day, however, Marion asked 
her if she never felt sorry that she lay there, all alone 
and weak, while others were gay, and while Alexa 
had all the world before her, and a happy home for 
her heart. 

Katie's eyes looked very grave for a moment, and 
then she said, * What can it matter to me ? You know 
that my time is short ; and, as old Annach says, " I 
have my wings." I don't know are they better than 
Alexa's happy life, but they are just the Lord's best 
Will for me.' 

Then there was silence, till Katie, seeing that 
Marion was crying, said gently, ' Do not cry for me. 
I may be but little worthy of the Kingdom, but the 
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Lord will receive me ; and we don't know but that 
the dreams of that long sleep may be sweet : and I 
have no wish to live.* 

' But why, Katie ? For, oh ! it is bonny out there, 
with the sun glancing on the sea, and the lark sing- 
ing in the sky. Only the people in the world make 
it darksome. If you could be like Alexa would you 
not be fain to live ? ' 

Instead of replying to this question Katie asked, 
' Have you been happy, Marion } ' 

' It has been uphill work sometimes. And it is 
the going against wind and tide that tires a woman 
out.' 

' But you will marry yet, Marion.* 
Marion shook her head. 'What would be the 
use of it if I do not like anyone ? And then — love is 
such a terrible thing : so full of pain ! ' 

* It is that,' replied Katie, lying back on her pillow, 
with a stifled sigh. ' No one knows all the pain that 
can be in it,' she added softly, and then both cousins 
held their peace for a time. The Celtic nature, ever 
fill! of wonder and sorrow concerning life and death, 
b easily moved either to joy or to grief, but Vl cXvcv^^ 
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to the latter because it believes in its trutli> and has 
seen it to be more lasting than happiness. To the 
Highlanders most things put on^ therefore, their grave 
or fiiteful side. The omens and piognosticatidns of 
this people are all sombre, and these two girls had 
natures as receptive of pain as others are of pleasure. 
Pure» and shy, and proud, they were outwardly irre- 
sponsive^ but inwardly sensitive to every word or 
breathy and they seemed to draw pain to themselves 
as other women are greedy of fiatteiy, or profit, 
or success. 

* Love is a strange thing,' said Katie at length, 
' and to feel long and deeply for anyone takes all 
one's strength away. I am too short of breath now 
for much speaking, but I am coming near the hour 
of truth, and before I take myself home I would like, 
Marion, to tell you why I do not greatly care to live. 
Though I have had no word is he living or is he 
dead, yet I believe, by the Sight that I have, that he 
is gone.* 

This speech puzzled Marion completely. She had 
heard her mother dilate on the * second sight,* and 
during the fortnight she had spent at Tordarach she 



The Cousins. 59 

had picked up some hints about it, and its possessioa 
by the invalid ; stiU it was startling to hear Katie 
allude to it in this direct way ; and what, oh ! what 
had been her relations with the person now supposed 
by her to be dead ? 

'What are you speaking about?' i^e asked at 
length. 

- ■ In answer Katie began to feel for something under 
her pillow, and finally she drew out a small volume. 
It was a book, hardly five inches long, though nearly 
an inch thick, and bound in vellum, which had more 
than one stain on its boards. ' Can you read that ? ' 
she asked 

' That is Greek,' replied Marion. * I used to help 
Hughie with his lessons, and I once could read the 
New.Testament a little.' 

' Can you tell what this is ? ' 

'The word on the page is ^^ ^schylm^' but I 

don't know what it means, or what this is about: 

" Vol. I. Oxonii. Typis N. Bliss : et W. H. Lunn ad 

Bibliothecum classicam, in Soho Square, Londini. 

MDCCCIX." ' 

Katie now drew her attention to a plate oti \i\& 



6o Within Sound of the Sea. 

inside of the boards. It bore a coat-of-arms, of which 
the crest was a horse's head ; there were also some 
letters in red ink, * T. iv/ (probably referring to the 
place in the shelves or catalogue of a library)^ 
and on a ribbon under the shield were the words 
• Viscount Hildenborough.' 

' That was his name/ said Katie quietly, as sh^ 
replaced the book, but not till she had gazed for su 
minute, and probably for the hundredth time, at the 
delicate Greek characters, which, to her, were as 
undecipherable and as mystery-concealing as life 
itself. 

She then began a tale, which, as it was often 
interrupted, and broken by explanations and com- 
ments, and questions, as well as by the narrator's 
weakness, I prefer to condense for my readers. It 
is offered to them simply as the story of Katie's 
Keepsake. 

She commenced it as follows. 



CHAPTER III. 



KATIE'S KEEPSAKE. 



' Nansicaa there 
Stood, moulded by the gods exceeding hit — 
She, on the rooftree pillar leaning, heard 
Odysseus ; turning, she beheld him near — 
Deep in her breast admiring wonder stirired. 
And in a low, sweet voice she spake this wingM word, 
*' Hail, stranger-guest !" ' 

Odyssey, viii. (Worsley). 



CHAPTER III. 



'Last year> a little before midsummer, two English 
gentlemen came here to fish the river. It was a dry 
season, and the river ran low — so low that we fished 
for pearls below the Hawk's Pool ; but they put a 
Wton Loch-na-Ghillie ; and as for the caoil, they 
^ere out on it both late and early. 

Sometimes we saw them coming and going by 
<Hir ford. We knew that one of them was young and 
slim, and swift of foot; that was him they called 
Certain John Gage. He had reddish, fair hair and 
light red-brown eyes, that had a hard look in them. 
There was always a big, black dog at his heels, called 
Leo' ;. and he smoked a great deal. He was in the 
Guards of the Queen, he said, and he lived in London. 

The elder man was grey all over ; though I don't 
blow what his age might have been. Alexa said, 
when we first saw him, that he was like tivfc fek^ 



64 WUkat Stnad 0f tht Sea. 



\ 



m Qea Od&ai; wiicie tlie kme were all 
driven b^ iiv ^knrr 4gsr /^ £i£k (one man* and he grey). 
Tcs^ for he had some grey about his hair, and he had 
grcy-grccn cyes» like die sea when the wind blows 
across a dioal water; and die soit that he wore was of 
Unish-gTey plaiding. He was tall — dx feet, I believe 
— and with wide dioaldefs : he direw the line grandly 
in the Hawk's Poc^ and his voice was sweet and 
stroi^ when we heard him callii^ to the boatmen, as 
they went op and down the cmoiL 

We were t<dd diat the two strangers were cousins. 
The English lord told me later diat he had himself 
been an only child, and that he was unmarried, and 
that this yoimg man was his heir. He was a gentle- 
minded man, but I do not for all that think that 
the young officer loved him. They lived in the 
two rooms beyond our dairy, for the Lodge that is 
now at Newton-of-Ardenns was unfinished, and stiU 
wanted its roof. Jane McKay, our dey^ waited on 
them ; and the men that served them, besides 
Dickenson, their English keeper, were lUiam beag 
(little William) Gunn, John McLeod, and Don- 
nachion, his boy. 
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Until the evening of the i8th of July I had never 
spoken with either of these strangers. 

They had been fishing on that day for ' podh'es ' at 
Port-an-Suvanaig, and my father, having business 
there, met in with them ; and, coming back with them 
in their boat, they fell to speaking of all the ports 
and caoilsy and harbours of this shore, and of Port- 
an-Suvanaig, where Lord Hildenborough said that 
a queen's ship might He. 

' Well, if an old story is to be believed,* my father 
replied, ' a king's ship once came into it, and that 
is how it came by its name, which before was Pol 
Ghamhna dhuine (pool of the dun, or brown, steer). 

The two gentlemen asked what the name meant ; 

and my father said that Sweno, the son of the King 

of Norway, had been wrecked and murdered there 

long ago. ' But,' said my father, ' if you want to know 

all the names, and all the sgialachdan (tales) that the 

old people tell, and all the ursgeuil (fables) that the 

old women believe, not to speak of all the songs the 

boatmen sing, you should ask them, not of me, but 

of my daughter Katie — she knows them all ; so does 

her old nurse, Annach Gunn ; but as Annach hsis \\1\.\^ 

vol* II. F 
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Knglish you cannot well get them from her. Katie 
can tell you all about Port-an-Suvanaig, and Pol 
Ghamhna-dhuine/ 

Then Lord Hildenborough asked if he might 
send us some of their take of fish, and if he might 
come in the evening and hear the story of Sweno ; 
and my father, who was well pleased, said ' Surely * 
and ' Yes ' to him. 

That night he came — they both came. It was 
half-past nine, and they had had their dinner. I was 
standing, winding yarn, and leaning on the fireplace, 
when they entered. They had their backs to the 
light, so that, though nearer to me, I did not see the 
faces of them as well, perhaps, as I had seen them 
when coming and going by the ford. Lord Hilden- 
borough, when he had bowed to us, took the arm- 
chair opposite me, for I had sat down on the settle, 
and he said that they had come to pay their respects 
to us, and, with my father's permission, to hear from 
me the history of the most beautiful spot in the 
world. 

* You are a stranger, and it is beautiful because it 
is new to you/ I said. 
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* Yes, but I have travelled a great deal, and have 
never seen anything so fine.' 

* Where do you stay yourself ? ' I asked. 

* In England, and in London ; but I have lived 
abroad a great deal : in Venice, which is on the sea, and 
in the sea. But now tell me about Sweno, and his port.' 

* It had to be a fateful port to Sweno, and so it 

proved. He was a king's son ; and his stepmother, 

who was a wise womatiy told him before he started, 

to beware of Point of Storr, and of Pol Ghamhna- 

dhuine. He sailed, and he sailed, and he sailed, till 

a wind that was wild, cast his vessel ashore in this 

place. Then the highlanders and islanders came out 

to him, and he asked what place it was. So they told 

him that was the Ruadh Storr, and this was Pol Gham- 

hna-dhuine. " Then," said he, " the Lord have mercy 

on my soul if that be the Ruadh Storr." The men of 

the place robbed his ship, taking the red gold out of 

it in their plaids, and one of them killed the king's 

son. So he died, and the place is called Port*an- 

Suvanaig to this day.* 

While I was telling them this story, and how the 
nian who had killed the king's son saw bis vitivCa.^ 

F2 
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and was himself drowned, at the fishing, within the year 
and the day, the room was getting dark, and our fire 
low. My father bade Alexa put sonie peats on the fire. 
Alexa went and fetched an armful of them. The 
young gentleman offered to help her ; but my father 
laughed, and said Alexa knew the ways of her own 
hearth best. I see it all as if it were now. She was 
a pretty lassie as she knelt there, between me and 
the grey lord's feet. First she put on the peats with 
her white hands, and then she blew them with her 
innocent, red mouth. When she rose up she wa5 
laughing, and the peats blazed, and the light of their 
flames shot far into the room. 

Lord Hildenborough moved a little, and bent 
forward. I screamed ; and when I came to myself 
(for I had fainted) I found myself in my bed, with, 
old Annach beating my hands. 'Achy achl MaitheU 
Maithel, bocJidV (Alas, my poor good dear!) she 
cried, * has it taken you again } What did you see, 
and on whom did you see the cuis umhais ? ' (cause oC 
terror). 

But I would not tell her. 

The next evening Lord Hildenborough came in 



Katies Keepsake. 69 

alone, as he said, to inquire for my health. I 
answered him that it was good ; but I felt that I 
got pale at the sight of him. 

* I am afraid that you are not very strong/ he 

said ; and I heard that he had pressed on my father 

some of the red, French wine that his cousin thought 

so much of, and had built into a peat-stack, to keep 

it from the weather. 

The next day was a wild one. You have not 
seen yet, Marion, what tliat can be like on this coast. 
The seas and the skies rave together, and the air can- 
not have enough of weeping and complaining. The 
next day was just as wild, and Lord Hildenborough 
and his cousin were fain to keep indoors, for it was 
not weather in which to put a dog outside. They sat 
here for a great while, and I sat by the fire. The 
young captain and Alexa tied flies, and Alexa tried 
him with riddles in Gaelic, like this : — 

* I see to me, I setfrofn me. 
Two miles, and ten miles, over the sea, 
The man that rides in the green boatie : 
And his shirt is sewed with a thread of red.' 

That means the rainbow ; but she had to tell 
J^im, I suppose. Lord Hildenborough and my i^.\.VvRx 
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spoke of the tides, and the farm, and the rent, and 
the removals^ when the people were sent away from the 
Sutherland glens to Canada. With me he spoke of 
the rocks, and I told him of the dyes that we make 
from the wild flowers, and the pearls we got in the river 
above Pol-na-Suirean (Pool of the Siren), and that set 
us off again on stories. I told him about the demon 
angler of Sallachie, that turned into a pillar of fire ; 
and the jewel in the hill of Stack, that no one can find ; 
and the Giants' Cave of Tigh-mor-na- Albanach, where 
all the giants sleep. There they will sleep till some 
man finds his way to them, and wakes them with the 
third blast of their own horn. 

' For my part,' he said, ' I think I am in the cave, 
and I hope that no one will waken me, on any pre- 
tence whatever.* 

His voice was very sweet when he spoke ; but he 
was always sad, as if there was no hope beyond the 
mountains. 

For those few happy days I saw him come and 
go, and we often spoke together. Now, Annach had 
always been asking me to tell her what was the warning 
I had seen on the first night that the strangers came 
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1 to us, and at last I told her. Then she wept, and 
[le said, ^ Muileagl muileag bochd! (Darling! poor 
arling !) all the Englishman is in your heart.' 

'Then, Annach,* said I, 'the Lord have mercy 
pon him and me, for I saw the streak of blood round 
is mouth : at the right-hand corner of it ; I saw it 
m him by the light of the fire.* 

About a week after this, when they were in our 
bouse one night, the young man wanted to hear of 
the dobhran dliuine (the dun otter) that 'Illiam beag 
had told him about. 

* It has a fine skin, that is sure,* said my father. 
'But you need not believe, unless you like, that he is 
the seventh otter, and the king of six who feed him.' 

' He has a white star on his forehead, and one on 
Ws breast,* put in Alexa, * and he can only be killed 
at those two spots.* 

* I would give a sovereign to see the beast,* said 
the Captain.' 

*You can do that easily,' answered Alexa, 'for 
Sandach and Rory Murraghson, at the Ferry, have 
oiJe just now. * 

'Let me advise you to lose no time itv looVixv^ 
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after it, then,' said my father. ' The sailors snap up 
these skins whenever they get a chance. They are 
supposed to carry great luck with him.' 

' By George ! ' said the Captain, ' that's the very 
thing for me.* 

So they settled to go down to the Ferry next day, 
and they begged that we would all go, to prevent, as 
they said, the ferrymen from giving them any other 
skin than the lucky one. They were to catch sea- 
trout, and we were to broil them for breakfast near the 
holly-trees. Alexa was pleased, and she promised to 
cut the skewers of bog-myrtle to broil their fish on. 

But I did not go. I was warned of God in ^ 
dream, and I got up betimes, and slipped away upa^ 
the pony. They went down to the Ferry, and they 
did not get the skin. It had been sold. 

* Why did you not accompany us. Miss Katie t 
asked Lord Hildenborough that evening. 

' Crazy Bellach, at Loch Sard, was ill, and I wen^^ 
to her early, and I came back late.* 

* So I see. But you have put away my luck:^ 
and we have come back in consequence without th^ 
charm. What do you expect to come of that ? ' 
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' I am very sorry/ I answered, laughing ; * and 
rather than put your luck away, I will give you a 
cnoihan *a MAacAair^ (a nut of the Outland). 

* What is that ? ' he asked ; and I showed him one 
of those smooth, brown beans that the sea brings 
from America. 

* Yes,' he said, ' that really is a tropical bean. The 
Gulf Stream has brought it. What are its powers ? * 

* It is good against fire, and for tipsy people ; and 
against the evil eye.* 

'It hardly suits my present case. Have you 
nothing else to recommend ? ' 

* If I had a four-leaved clover I would give it to 
you at once.' 

* What might it do for me ? ' 

* If you had found it for yourself, or if it was picked 
<>n Sunday, it could do you neither good nor harm ; but 
'Htwas found, and given you by a friend, it can bring 
you health and wealth, and your heart's desire.* 

'Ah!' 

* But tAis,' I said — and I took a stone from my 
pocket — * this is a celebrated charm.* 

* Where in the world does this come from ? TVsis 
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is a bit of serpentine, and there are no rocks of that 
sort on this coast.* 

' It is a pebble from Holy lona, and it makes for 
good to them that carry it Will you take mine, and 
keep it?' 

* Thank you; I will gladly keep your pebble, Miss 
Katie.' And he put it in his pocket. 

I do not know what ailed him that evening, but 
though the shadows were drawing all round, he sat 
there, with his arm thrown over the back of the bench, 
for a long time, shaking his foot up and down in an 
odd, impatient way he Tiad. He spoke about his 
travels, and said he must nbw always go towards the 
West I did not understand at first that he meant 
dropping downwards, towards the sun. He said it 
did not matter now to anyone. 

* But,' I said, * you must do a great deal of good 
with your riches ? ' 

* It is rather late. Though you are right — the only 
things worth living for are the stray bits of good one 
can do. Now good night, Miss Katie. You are tired/ 
And he went his way, and I went mine. The next 
morning he was gone. Since I have got weak, and 
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annot rise any more from my bed, they give me some 
f the red, French wine which they say he left for 
le. Whenever it touches my lips I remember that 
; was his gift. And now, Marion, that is all. 

* You have never seen him again } * asked Marion. 

' Not yet,' answered Katie simply. ' Not yet ; 
hough I keep that little book beside me, thinking it 
aay bring me a sight of him in a dream. I believe 
hat he is gone — because the year is already out.* 

Poor Katie was right : Lord Hildenborough was 
lead, having met his death five months later by an 
iccident in the streets of London. 

It was in the spring, after his visit to Glen Caoile, 
on a cold evening in March, and just after the lamps 
were lit, that a cab-horse fell on the most slippery 
part of the hill in Piccadilly. 

The gentleman who was in the hansom was in the 
act of springing out of it, when a struggle of the pros- 
trate animal flung him forward on to the kerbstone, 
and he was, as far as the nearest policeman could 
judge, killed on the spot. Lord Hildenborough was 
at all events taken up insensible. He was imme- 
diately recognised, there being no figure more fajovv- 
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liar about St James's Street than the master of Bye- 
wood HaU, the sometime owner of the celebrated 
racehorses * Constable ' and ' Rialto.* Yet when they 
picked him up, and had carried him to the accident 
ward of St George's Hospital, there was some diffi- 
culty in finding anyone to advise what was to be 
done next Captain John Gage, to whom the mat- 
ter ought to have been referred, was on duty at the 
Tower; and an old Miss Lechmere, who lived in 
Upper Grosvenor Street, and who was a near relation, 
was in bed, with bronchitis. The expectation of an 
important debate, and of a great speech from the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, had, by the time that 
the House went to prayers, already filled its benches, 
and therefore served to empty the clubs. 

But two friends from the Travellers were at last 
found, who went off to St George's, and there identi- 
fied what, alas ! was no longer a living man. 

One of them left immediately to send off a 
telegram to Captain Gage ; the other remained for 
some time, and after looking long at the well-known 
face in its fixed, unalterable repose, charitably stooped, 
and wiped from the pale lips the thin streak of 
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blood that stained one comer of the nostrils and of 
the mouth. It was the only external sign of the vio- 
lence of the blow that had proved fatal to the brain 
of Hubert Lechmere Gage, second Viscount Hilden-r 
borough. 

After some days there was a pompous funeral at 
Byewood, and a troop of the Yeomanry regiment, of 
which Lord Hildenborough had been the colonel, 
followed him to the grave. He was laid in the vault 
which Mr. Speaker Gage, soon after he got his 
peerage, had prepared for the line of the Viscounts 
Hildenborough, of Byewood and King's Standing, 
in the county of Kent. 

The * hard heir ' soon began * to strid e about the 
lands,' the hop-grounds, and the paddocks. Loudly 
did Captain John Gage bewail his fate that his cousin 
should have elected to be killed in the end of March, 
seeing that his horses had engagements for all the 
great races. * If,' he continued, * the yearlings don't 
sell well in June it really will be just like my luck ; 
with such a thundering succession duty as there is to 
pay too ! ' 

The executors naturally opened every drawer arvd 
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desk in Byewood. Captain Gage felt a little curiosity 
as to his cousin's past, but he found nothing there to 
gratify it — no traces of Lord Hildenborough's loves, 
hates, friendships, or secrets, except that portrait of 
the Marchesa Guastaldi, by Cabanel, which hung in the 
red corridor, and which could not be called a secret. 
It was a masterpiece of art, and the face, with its 
golden hair and liquid eyes, might have passed for 
that of Innocence itself It was, alas ! that of the 
most vain, cruel, and rapacious woman in whose 
veins the blood of a Polish Jewess ever ran, or who 
had ever, after twelve years of falsehood, broken the 
heart of a straightforward Englishman. 

Only in the despatch-box which Lord Hildei^' 
borough commonly used they found his mother ^ 
gold-rimmed eyeglass, and her wedding-ring. BesicJ^ 
these relics there lay a little pebble about the size of ^ 
walnut It was apparently of serpentine, or of whi*^* 
quartz, injected with veins of the most beautiO^ 
green. It was wave-worn, and evidently a thing of 1^^ 
value, so it could only have come there by mistake. 

What Captain John Gage had the reverence, ^ 
irreverence, to do with the old lady's eyeglass af> 
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ring it boots not to inquire, but as for the pebble 
he simply threw it out of the window. 

There, trodden under foot of men, among the 
Kentish gravel, and the chalky dust, poor Katie's 
Keepsake lies. 

Some Sundays after the funeral the rector of 

St. Matthias-in-Byewood preached from this text : 

'That which is wanting cannot be numbered, and 

that which is crooked cannot be made straight' He 

wound up his sermon by quoting from the same book 

of ancient and mournful experience : * Men are soon 

forgotten in the city where they have done so — and 

^iw also is vanity ! ' 



CHAPTER IV. 



AMONG THE HILLS. 



VOL. II. 



* The time so tranqiiil is and still, 

That nowhere shall we find. 
Save on some high and barren hill, 
An air of sweeping wind. 

* So silent is the sessile air 

That every cry and call 
The hills and dales and forests fair 
Again repeat them all. 

* All labourers draw hame at even, 

And can till ither say, 
••Thanks to the gracious God of heaven, 
Quilk sent this summer day." ' 

Ooi/ Alexander Hume of Polworth. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

i healing process which Dr. Miller had anticipated 
I Marion's visit to the Highlands had already 
m. Only it had originated, less from the air or 
ige of scene, than from a cause of which the kind 
Doctor could guess nothing. It began from a 
tion to the fading, young cousin who now lay on 
:onfines of two worlds, and who had just confided 
:arion her singular and artless romance. 
Catie's story haunted her, and it opened for 
en's consideration a page of experience which 
of the greatest use to her. In the first place, it 
her out of herself, and it also showed her that 
)rrow, springing from causes for which no one 
properly be blamed, may have a divine purpose 
)nd what we can read, or giiess. No power of 
iring which has unselfishness for its source ought 
e regretted by us ; and we must be patietvt mwArx 
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i\vifkc troubles which do not spring from the ground, 
but from the permission of the Father, who, while He 
thinkH fit to bruise, trains us to the stronger virtue 
I4tul for the more perfect Love. 

In the case of Katie and of Lord Hildenborough 
ilui attraction had really been mutual, though the 
»^^Mthut?nt in the one breast differed from that experi- 
^»Ht*tl \\\ the other, as a white rose differs from a red. 
To the English peer Katie was the furthest remove 
hunt passion or intrigue that he could conceive : she 
lasted his heart, as a green field rests the eye after a 
Ittbyrinth of heated, glaring streets, and there was a 
iiomething in her face that seemed to beckon him to 
ftnother country. 

Already, consciously or unconsciously to himself, 
the shadows were growing very long, and his night 
was approaching. Spiritual influences were already 
at work in his heart, humbling, softening, and purify- 
ing it, and these brought him in sympathy with 
Katie s solitary and pure nature. It is to be doubted 
whether all the preachers in Britain could have shed 
across his mind a ray as vivid and as searching as did 
*his artless girl. He felt at Glen Caoile as if he 



j±inong ^tie nius. 05 

were in the fabulous Giants* Cave ; as if the pains and 
passions of his life were laid asleep, and this gentle, and 
rather visionary creature was that * fair spirit for his 
minister ' after which many a man has longed. He 
had been right in the high opinion he formed of her 
probity, disinterestedness, and goodness ; right also 
in estimating all the disparity of age, station, and 
education which existed, and must always exist, be- 
tween them ; most right in leaving the place, the 
moment that his experienced eye noted in the girl's 
breast the rise of a sentiment with which she was firm 
enough to struggle. 

Nor would it be at all fair, either by Lord Hilden- 
borough or by Katie, to say that she was now dying 
of a broken heart. Her life must, at all events, and 
under the best of circumstances, have been a very 
short one, though it is quite possible that in its 
diaphanous condition (in which many things became 
clear to it that elude the normal vision of the healthy 
and the fortunate), her imagination had been strongly 
occupied by him, even before her heart was touched. 
A nature like hers could not escape learning what 
Love means ; and, brief as her life was to be, s\\e -^^^ 
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^1* to put a great deal into it. She was dying now, 
•nd was yet neither discontented, nor disappointed, 
nor astonished, only content with her silent ministry of 
Mtiont prayer. Lord Hildenborough one day, when 
^iccd by an impulse of confession such as even the 
most reserved natures sometimes experience, told her 
that his life had been a stormy one, wearied by 
much of what saddens and defiles a man. From 
that day Katie bore his sins in her own heart ; she 
interceded for him, and washed with many a secret 
tear the stains she could not comprehend, but which 
she guessed had become a pain and a burden to her 
strange friend. 

Let those mock her who will, but let none dare to 
measure the far-reaching influence of those prayers, 
^x ti» forbid those ministrations of interceding love. 
W^Ijo knows if such are not our best prayers — ^better 
frtf ll»tU» the strong cr>'ing and tears with which some 
y^ \vk t lainour for happiness at Heaven's high gate ? 
Willi knows that Katie's humble, sighing breath did 
y\s\\ liavi^l with Lord Hildenborough back to his 
^tyyii^^use, and sometimes sweep as with an angel's 
Jr ^1 the man who was so soon to die a sudden 
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and a lonely death ? These are of the things between 
* heaven and earth ' that lie outside of our * philoso- 
phy ' and of our vision, but which go far to redeem 
the selfishness, the grossness, and the utilitarianism 
of our society. 

When Mr. Matheson and Alexa returned from 
Glasgow they found a very tender friendship estab- 
lished between Katie and her cousin ; and Marion, 
when Alexa's bridegroom joined the party, was 
thankful to find that she could see without an en- 
vious pang the intercourse of the betrothed lovers. 
She had rather looked forward to it with dread. 
It was true that she had for some months ac- 
corded to the man who had loved her, but left her 
without a word, one of those pardons which, if they 
are not synonymous with contempt, yet have a good 
<leal of contempt in their composition. After she 
learned from old Dr. Miller the circumstances that 
had determined Dr. Fairlie's marriage, he had been 
somewhat rehabilitated in her good opinion. If his 
honour stood in dishonour he was to be praised for 
having considered first his father's credit or safety ; and 
now, by the side of Katie's bed, Marion was learning to 
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think more patiently of personal troubles, to be glad 
when no wrong has been done, rather than to resent 
where a pang has been inflicted, and above ail to 
let the dead past bury its dead. 

The week after Mr. Matheson's return was the 
one known throughout the parish as the ^preach- 
ings * ; that is to say, it was the one in which 
the yearly celebration of the Lord's Supper took 
place. 

These * preachings ' begin on the Thursday, and, 
early in the week the house of Tordarach began to 
fill with guests. Staying there were the bridegroom, 
with his father and mother ; the Rev. Norman Gray, 
a minister from Easter Ross ; and Angus McKay, an 
elder from a distant part of Sutherland ; for these 
open-air services, happening at the finest season of 
the year, draw hearers and communicants from all 
parts of the country. 

Angus McKay was an old man who spent his 
whole summer in this manner, going from one parish 
to the other. It was a way of life that not only 
made him happy, but had gained for him a reputa- 
tion of extraordinary piety. Like the Indian fakir 
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and the Russian pilgrim, he was always welcome, 
privil^ed, and even thought to bring a blessing with 
him to the house where he might be pleased to 
lodge. 

He arrived at Tordarach on the Wednesday, and 
Marion could not but smile at his appearance, though 
her cousins saw nothing remarkable in his thick, 
ribbed stockings, knee-breeches, broad bonnet, and 
long blue cloak. He dismounted from a small and 
very shaggy pony, which was then hobbled with a 
heather rope, and left to feed on the grass plat before 
the door. On crossing the threshold he stopped, 
smiled pleasantly, and said, * BiannacJtd Dia na sho ' 
(The benediction of God be here). Everyone in re- 
turn greeted him warmly, and on seeing that Marion 
^as a stranger, he bowed low, shook her by the hand, 
^nd asked her, * From which of the glens are you ? * 

At supper the old man was garrulous, but 
•^th his idioms and his allusions puzzled Marion. 
Yet how much he had to tell of the crowd that at- 

^^nded the preachings in the parish of C ; of the 

'action sermon' preached in the parish of R 

^y precious Mr. Ross ; of how Mr. AWatv \v^di Xi^^T^. 
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' searching ' when he fenced the tables and ' shooed ' ^ 
away sinners, but, on the other hand, had encouraged 
pious souls to approach. In one parish the weather 
had been fine ; in another the congregations had sat for 
five days in heavy rain ; here the elders had taken 
the shine out of the minister ; there again the pastor 
had proved himself mighty in the word. In the last 
place which Angus had visited his spirit had been sorely 
vexed, for, instead of Psalms, merG* human hymns ^ 
had been introduced into the thanksgiving service of 
the Monday. To Angus' mind these were an abomi- 
nation only second to * printed prayers, which he 
thought might possibly come next ; so he had shaken 
the very dust of that parish off his feet, and had 
mounted his 'shelty,' secure against innovations at 
the hands of the ^ ministeir mbr' who had the charge 
in Glen Caoile. 

On the Thursday morning this Angus, though the 
oldest person in the company, proved the earliest 
riser in the house, and was in a great hurry to make 
his way to the place of meeting, and to join the 

^ * Shooed, ' the noise made when driving away fowls, sheep, or 
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groups on the edge of Loch Bad-an-darach (Lake of 
the Oaks), where the service was to be held. 

Marion soon saw that everyone went to it — the 

young, the old, the wise, and the foolish. Elders and 

* men * of noted piety came from far, but so did women 

and children. In white caps, and in thick homespun 

cloaks they came, all rejoicing in the sunshine of the 

day, while many of those who had stockings and 

shoes carried them in their hands for show, as they 

preferred to * travel ' the distance barefoot. Barefoot 

came Silly Murragh, wandering along the road, with 

his hands clasped behind his back, in the familiar 

attitude of dragging his red cow after him at the end 

of a long rope — only, for this occasion, the cow was 

left behind. 

Marion, sitting by the window, described him and 
other passers-by to Katie, who, in her turn, could give 
^e name, and history, of every man, woman, or child. 
* Silly Murragh would not miss the preachings for the 
^orld/ Katie said, ' He comes every year ; and, if you 
wait,you will see another curiouscreature,-^^/r>'^^m^A, 
the crazy woman, who went mad when her brother was 
drowned in the foundering of a brig in Loch Inchatd.' 
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Katie spoke truly, for before long Crazy Mary appeared, 
muttering to herself as she went, * Brave is the day 
for Donnachion and Marichion, brother and sister, that 
were bom of godly parents.' Even the lunatic was 
right to rejoice in the day, for never sunshine more ex- 
quisite was seen to sparkle on the sea, or to light the 
purple promontories of this rocky and indented shore. 

But about two in the afternoon the scene suddenly 
changed. To Marion, who was unfamiliar with the 
phenomena of the mountain mists, this was almost ^ 
terrifying experience. It began by a cloud not bigg^^ 
than a girl's head would need to rest upon ; the^ 
suddenly, as sorrow creeps over a trusting heart, tl^^ 
cloudy gloom descended. It gathered in volume ar*- ^ 
density every xnoment, as if by incantation. Ccf ^^ 
after coil, veil after veil, fold after fold of its cot ^ 
joylessness overlaid the hills, and then purple cresC^^ 
and shadowy corries were lost to sight. An indefinite '^ 
pensiveness reigned over all, and the groups of peopl ^ 
and ponies, when they returned from the * preachings;^ 
loomed ghostlike and gigantic through the driftin^^ 
vapours. 

Letters reached Glen Caoile twice a week, and or^ 
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Saturday Marion's holiday in the Highlands was 
rudely broken by a letter from home. 

' What is the matter ? ' asked both her cousins in 
a breath, seeing Marion drop her letter in her lap 
with a face of dismay. 

* Father is ill, and in trouble, and obliged to go 
to Forfar on business of my Uncle David's. He has 
the big mills at Brigton, in Strathmore, and I fear, 
from what father says, that he is bankrupt.' 

' Will it put your father much about } ' 

* I fear he lent money to Uncle David, or went 
security for him. I know there was something that 
went wrong at Brigton six years ago. My father says 
I must come home at once, as he is a good deal in 
Strathmore, and Christy wishes to leave.' 

* We only get letters twice a week,' cried Alexa, 
* and it is terrible when they bring us such bad news, 
and you can't hear again till Wednesday' 

' But I must go long before that. I must be at 
Netherbyres by Wednesday.' 

*I don't believe you can,' replied Alexa, 'for on 
the great Sunday of the year you cannot travel, nor 
yet, I suppose, on the Monday. The mail-gig will not 
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pass again till Wednesday ; but perhaps on Tuesday 
father could send you as far as Lairg.' 

' Please ask him what I can do,* said Marion. 'I 
must get home ; yet I am very sorry to leave Glen 
Caoile.' 

' It is hard/ answered Alexa, 'that just when you 
had got to be at home here, you should be obliged to 
leave us.' 

' Health comes in measures, but in high billows 
come ailment and trouble. We brought nothing into 
the world, and it is just so much that we can have hef ^» 
or that we can take out of it,' put in old Annach, i^ 
very garbled English, while she patted Katie, .who^^ 
eyes during this discussion had filled with tears. 

' I wanted to keep her to the end,' whispered tf^^ 
dying girl to her nurse in Gaelic. 

^Hishtl mo maoth'bhlath ! (my tender blossoir"^ 
sweet will be the fields beyond the Riven' 

Katie said nothing more. She would, indeer^ 
gladly have kept her cousin : her one bit of earth ^ 
beauty. * I can see the sea when I raise myself ai 
look out,' she told Marion, ' but it is often sad ai 
clouded, and the mist comes down, and the rain fall 
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but when you sit by my bed, my eyes have no mist 

over your beauty.' 

' Oh ! Katie, hush ! And what has it done for me ? 

Maybe if I had been less well-favoured, but different, 
it might all have been better for me.' 

Evidently the pain of Marion's wound rankled still. 
It was impossible for her to leave Tordarach before 
Tuesday, as Mr. Matheson soon proved to her. On Sun- 
day, the Sunday of the Suipeir-an'Tighearna (Supper 
of the Lord), no one could travel, and on Monday he 
could not leave home, or a circle of guests which 
Would then include the ' ministeir mbr ' himself. So 
she had to resign herself to the delay, and yield also to 
Alexa's entreaties that she would go with them to the 
open-air service on the edge of Loch Bad-an-darach. 
^n vain she protested that, as she did not understand 
^ sentence in Gaelic, she had rather stay at home with 
Katie : to that no one would consent ; so the Psalms 
^ere marked for her in an English Bible, and thus 
prepared Marion formed part of a congregation of over 
*our hundred persons collected for the celebration of 
tte Lord's Supper, and for the ' action sermon ' of 
^neir favourite preacher. 
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The crowd had gathered itself round a small 
pulpit and table which occupied the hillock known far 
and near as * Cnoc Mhicrath, or Macrae's Mount, but 
the moorland that swept away up to the foot of the 
hills, was covered with groups of people, with carts, 
and tethered 'shelties/ Marion, on the contrary, was 
seated below the crowd, and rather nearer to the edge of 
the lake. No breeze stirred its expanse, over which the 
wild fowl skimmed or floated, while round its brink, 
where only an imperceptible ripple broke at Marion's 
feet, the pale blue lobelias drooped. Low bluffs of 
rocks surrounded it, but through a gap of this am- 
phitheatre the eye caught the line of the sapphire 
horizon and the shimmer of the sea. 

Now rose the Psalm, the ii8th, first read line by 
line, and then chaunted in Gaelic by the whole con- 
gregation. To one who had never heard it before, this 
murmur of sound, as it rose and fell, and died away 
among the rocks, was truly striking, as were the 
groups that moved to and from the sacred table. 
Marion's heart thrilled with the solemn thanksgiving 
that followed the Communion. It was the 103rd 
Psalm : — 
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' * Oh, thou, my soul, bless God the Lord, 
And all that in me is; 
Be stirred up by His holy name 
To magnify and bless.' 

In that thanksgiving lay perhaps the secret of the 
lappiness Marion had asked in vain from life, and at 
which she was only beginning to guess, namely, the 
dedication to God of all the forces, thoughts, wants, 
ivishes, and capacities for joy or sorrow in the human 
-reature. 

The very beauty of the scene gave a calm to the 
rirl's mind. 

Here, through the long days of a Northern sum- 
"^er — here, where the osprey builds, and where the fox 
nd the wild cat have their beds — here, where the 
'owers put on their beauty, and yearly doff it again, 
Iter having been seen of none, except of some stray 
bepherd who goes to seek among the ledges of the 
^ks for that which was lost — here, if anywhere, 
•^e might learn to grow resigned to disappointment, 
Allure, oblivion, and loss. 

By the time that Marion again reached the farm 
the sun had set, and the distant hills were all aflame 

VOL. IT. H 



98 Within Sound of the Sea. 

with the rose, and gold, and purple glory 
the evening had flung over their ridges < 
quartzose strength. 



CHAPTER V. 



HOUSEHOLD JARS. 
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< Pray, Goody, please to moderate 
The rancour of your tongue.' 

Kane O'Hara's Midas, 
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CHAPTER V. 

Urion, on her arrival at Netherbyres, found a most 
sturbed atmosphere. Questions of money agitated 
•r father ; he was often absent, always irritable, and 

open war with Christy, who had announced a 
parture, which Marion for one was not at first 
-lined to regret. 

It happened, however, that on the Sunday after 

irion's return, Kenneth Ford was suddenly taken 

They were obliged to send for a doctor ; 

d when the doctor told Marion that the farmer 

d had a slight paralytic shock, she found the task 

nursing him, and of keeping him from dwell- 

l on his reverses, almost more than she could 
tnage. 

She then begged Christy to remain with them for 

other month ; for the old woman, though cross and 

rannical, was both strong and capable. 
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But Christy w-as inexorable. She maintained that 
her family in Aberdeen had need of her. 

* Then it'll be the first time that we ever heard 
tell o' sic a case,' observed Janet Bowman, the dairy- 
maid, the only official who for strength of lungs and 
caustic qualities of the tongue could at all compete 
with Christ}'. ' If they are asking for you there 1 
dinna ken myself what thae folk mean.' And with 
that remark Janet left the field to her foe. Marion*^ 
pleading was all in vain. 

' This unsaught hoose is no' the place for me ^ 
and as for the auld man I have no patience for him ^ 
aye girning at a body, and scolding, wi' his moutt^ 
all drawn to one side. I have nae muckle neec^ 
o' gear, or of my penny fee, and I canna stop:^ 
so ye will need get some ither body to clean you^^ 
pewter and your shoon. Kenneth Ford,' she addeJ^ 
turning sharply on the old farmer, * if ye will tak 
my word for it, you will just make up your mind 
to your bed for a month. Ye will no' miss the 
Coorts o' the Sanctuary as muckle as some itb^^ 
folk ; and ye may be thankful ye are no roup^** 
out like your brither, the bankrupt miller, b^** 
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dwelling in your ain howff. It is where I will be 
this day week/ 

This being her servant's ultimatum, Marion 
started off, full of cares, early the next morning to 
Mrs. Butchart*s shop, to see if she could hear of 
some one to replace Christy. 

Standing behind the counter beside Mrs. Butchart, 
there was a tall, handsome, young woman of about 
twenty-seven years of age. 

*Why, that is Jenny!' cried Marion, before even 
declaring her errand. 

* She's hame from Brechin, and she's to bide at 
*^<iine noo,' said old Andrew Butchart, with a glance 
^f pride at his daughter. 

'Are you going to get married, Jenny } * Marion 
^Iced ; but before the young woman could answer 
for herself, her father said, rubbing his hands as he 
spoke : 

* Aye is she ; and to nane but Robby Tosh : what 
do you think o' tMi ? ' 

i^l In a moment Marion saw the bearing of this piece 
^ <^f news on Christy Blake's sudden departure, and in 
b^ spite of herself, and of all her vexations, she s\mls.4 

} 
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as she looked at Jenny's handsome face. Old Mr. 
Butchart and his wife read her thoughts, and they burst 
into a peal of laughter, in which it must be said that 
Jenny herself joined heartily. To make it worse, or 
better, Robby entered at that moment, anxious to eat 
his dordernuat^ in the company of his betrothed. 
Marion felt that tlie time was unfayourable for entering" 
into the question of a new servant for Netherbyres, so 
she left the shop. But she had not gone many yards^ 
before she was overtaken by Robby, who, touching^ 
his bonnet to her, said, ' Ye should wish me joy. Miss 
Ford.' 

* I do indeed, Robby. Jenny is as fine a lass as 
there is in the whole parish.' 

* And she*s as gude as she's bonny.' 

* You have not taken long to settle it' 

' It needed little settling. She came home ixo^ 
service, and I foregathered wi' her, it may be some fi^^ 
or six times. I spak' her ceevil, and she was willing 
and when I pressed her to take an auld carl lil^ 
me she did not say me nay.' 

' You are a lucky man.' 

* Bannock, eaten about twelve o'clock by farm-servants. 
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'I am. Some folk say it is because I am the 
eventh son of a seventh son, in a family without any 
laughters. I ken na how that may be, but I aye 
slced the Lord to keep me from three things : from 
ving in an ill place, from serving an ill master, 
rid from taking an ill woman. I just telt Christy 
Uake that last,' he added, with a sly grin at 
Marion. 

* Surely you are not going to leave the Manse ? ' 

' Ye will not catch me do tMty Miss Ford. Some 

oik are so upsetting as to say he is no a sappy 

>reacher, but yon man has the goodness o' the hall 

j^eneral Assembly, let alone of the Synod of Angus 

^nd Mearns, in his ain heart. He's to gie us a new 

oom over the stable ; for he says, " The wifie should 

Uve her ain corner, and her ain kettle." But there's 

^ terrible stir wi' Miss Clementina aboot the rooms. 

She's mair daft nor ever she was. But if she was 

Wty times waur nor she is, I would not change from 

^he Manse. And there's the pigs : maybe ye dinna 

^re to see them, though thae pigs will make grand 

hams, if they are spared. But step you in to the 

Manse gairden the noo', and I'll just gie ye a m^j o€ 
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Fascination, Did ye ever see a better giranium nor 
this ? ' 

' But can Miss Esslemont spare it ? ' said Marion, 
seeing that Robby, in his zeal, was taking very large 
cuttings off his favourite plants. 

'There's mair here nor Miss Esslemont can 
destroy. But come you away before she sees you. 
You are the last body in the parish that she will 
want to see under her windows.' 

' Why } * said Marion. ' What harm can I do her } 
Why should she dislike me ? ' 

*Why.? Because you are bonny, and because 
she is daft.* 

* That is no reason.' 

* And when did ye meet wi' reason in daft folk ? 
Never fash your head wi' them, and at the back end o' 
the year ye shall hae cuttings enough and to spare. 
I should have had a good few dahlias the year, but 
some thief of a rat made away wi' the half o' the roots 
when they were lying bye in the loft. Come away 
noo.' And with these words Robby showed Marion out 
of the Manse garden, which, with its bright geraniums, 
and its scents of rosemary, and marigolds, and thyme, 
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and its broad borders of sea-pinks, was the delight of 
the servant's heart. Robby on this occasion, however, 
followed Marion with his eyes. 

* My certy ! this tongue of mine was very near 
letting the cat oot o' the bag this day. The minister 
would be wld wi* me if he thought I even kenned the 
bush that the hare sits under. But I'll gie her a hint 
0' it, some of these days. What for should he set his 
heart on a lass like Merran Ford, and never get a 
chance wi* her. And why should she wander her lane 
sel' without a sweetheart, on Sunday or Monday, and 
"ever hear what is waiting for her } No doubt but 
wi' yon woman there will be an unco stoor till it*s done, 
^nd over. If she was mine I would just put her to 
Ae Asylum in Easterhaven ; for, tho' it*s well kent 
Aat he puts the very hair o* his head under her feet, 
there's no pleasing her. The lass complains o' the 
^old in July, they say, and ifs ower true so far as she 
^ concerned, and it would be a grand day for us all 
^ it was the Lord's will to tak' her awa' oot o' this 
sinful world.' 
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CHAPTER VI. 



SURPRISES. 



* It is the unexpected which always happens.' — Proverb * 

• • . < No indeed; for God above 

Is great to grant as mighty to make, 

And creates the love to reward the love : 

So I claim you still for my own love's sake.' 

BrowNIN<>' 
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CHAPTER VI. 

E Reverend George Esslemont sat alone in his 
ly on an afternoon early in February. This 
ter's day, albeit a very fine one, was well past its 
n, yet the sun shone brightly into his western 
dow. The minister had been reading steadily for 
mple of hours : working up some passages in the 
mma,' as if he were about to be critically 
mined in St. Thomas Aquinas ; and when he 
t at last, he left the floor, like his table, covered 
1 books. 

An uncommon event had happened that mom- 
in his household : Miss Clementina had both 
>ressed a wish to go to Easterhaven for the day, 
1 had positively consented to be driven thither by 
bby in the gig. 

Kot only, therefore, was Mr. Esslemont alone in 
» Manse, but there was silence in the stables ; and 
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from the little court at the; back of the house there 
came no sound of voices and no clatter of hoofs 
In fact, the silence was broken only now and agair 
by the fall of a cinder in the study grate, or by th< 
distant rumble of a cart that had happened to pas^ 
before the Fore Doors, or down the village street to- 
wards the distillery, and the mills. 

Oh ! empty house ! Ah ! silent room ! Ther^ 
was something almost cell-like about the latter, anc 
the Solitary who inhabited it when he rose up stirrec 
his fire, and then stood for a moment on the rug, a^ 
if to enjoy its newly-awakened glow. 

Suddenly the house-door bell rang. 

Then came the shuffling tread of Eppy, the maid 
as she hurried out of her kitchen to learn the visitor's 
errand ; then steps again, and a voice. But whose a 
Not Marion Ford's, surely.^ Yet none other, foi 
Eppy, flinging open the study-door, now said, ' Miss 
Ford, if you please, sir.' And there, in very truth, 
his pretty neighbour stood. 

She was dressed, as on Sundays, in that dark, 
green, tartan gown which was a remembrance of 
Sutherland, and besides the shawl over her arm, she 
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carried in her hands a little, black, leather bag and a 
newspaper. 

The latter she held out to Mr. Esslemont, almost 
before he had shaken hands with her. *0h! Mr. 
Esslemont, we have such news to-day !* 

* Good, I hope.* 

* Hughie is alive : I am certain that he is. He is 
coming to Liverpool, and he will be there to-morrow, 
or next day.' 

* I am truly glad. Has he written to you } * 

* No, no ; it is all in that newspaper. Only two 
hours ago I read it there. Father was tired, and fell 
^leep ; he dropped his paper, I took it up, and 
ttere I found this wonderful news. Read it,* she 
^dded, apparently still breathless and agitated by 
tte suddenness of her discovery, and of her own pre- 
parations to meet and claim her long-lost brother. 

'You ought to read it to me, since you know it,* 

^aid Mr. Esslemont, placing the girl on the sofa, 

^^d taking a chair in front of her. In truth, one 

hurried glance along the columns of the newspaper, 

*^ad revealed to the master of the house that 

*^c was far too preoccupied by the advent and 
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presence of his young visitor to see anythin 
distinctly. 

Marion read : — 

* Liverpool : Wednesday n 

'After an absence. of four years the Ph< 
phic Society returns to Liverpool, to hold its 
meeting for i860. Our readers will lean 
pleasure that the preparations for the sittings 
Photographic Societies are now well advance 
conversazione in the Museum of Science and 1 
the 13th instant, will inaugurate the proce< 
The honour of entertaining members, assc 
and foreign delegates devolves this year on 
pool, and her citizens will certainly not allov 
hospitalities to fall behind those of Berlin, Bi 
and New York. The exhibits will be very nun 
especially in the branch of enlarged portrait 
Gh6mar, of Brussels, will, we understand, r 
paper on his method ; one which has gained fc 
in Brussels, as well as in Nice, so large an amc 
royal patronage. Among the experiments 
interest attaches to a new method of preparir 
plates, which it is thought may supersede the S 
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Wortley process, and which, as it has been used in 

America for military and for surveying purposes, 

may lead to its adoption in military circles here. 

The sensitive qualities of the plate are preserved to 

an extent, and for a length of time, hitherto unattained 

in this country. This process comes to us from 

America, but its inventor, Mr. Hugh Matheson Ford, 

is a Scotchman, who has taken out a patent for it in 

j New York. Mr. Hugh Matheson Ford is a passenger 

in the ss. " Caledonia " ; and he, Mr. Justus, of New 

York, and Colonel Longridge, the new American 

Consul-General for Liverpool, are expected to arrive 

^the 1 2th. — Journal of the Photographic Society' 

Marion, who had read these paragraphs with 
Wumph, laid down the paper, and said, * That must 
^ Hughie. Are you not sure that it is t * 
*I truly hope it.* 

*My father was very much upset when I read it 
^0 him ; and look here, lower down, among the 
shipping intelligence, I found that the " Caledonia " 
^^ landed some mails at Queenstown, and is now on 
*^crway to Liverpool. I went straight upstairs and 
P^t some things into my bag, and then I ask^d \\vccv. 

I 2 
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to let me go and meet Hughie. At first my father 
would not hear of it He said that if Hugh did not 
choose to come home he might as well — indeed, he 
had far better — stay away. But I got a sort of leave 
at last. It is just the one chance of bringing them 
together again^ as mother would have wished. If 
this is lost it may never come again, or come too 
late, for my father, as you know, is feeble, feeble | 
now. I have counted the hours, and I think I can 
be there before the " Caledonia " gets in, so that I 
may meet him when he lands. If I do not find him 
then it may take me a long time to search him out 
'^ Hugh Matheson Ford'' can only be Hughie; and 
I am sure that if I can get there I shall know 
him.' 

'Then you are going to Liverpool ?' 

* I am on my way now to the station. The trai^ 
starts at 4.20, you know ; but I came first to tell yo^ 
the news.' 

' It is kind of you. You know that no one tak^^ 
more interest in it than I do.' 

' You know only too well all that this would hss^^ 
been to poor mother. My father is only half-gla^ 



about it. But you will go and see him ; — speak to 
Win about mother, I dare not. It will, maybe, 
soften his heart towards Hughie, whom she missed 
so much.' 

* I will certainly do so. I will do everything that 
is in my power. I shall be only too glad to do so. 
God grant His blessing.' 

*I also came to ask you if you would lend me 
some money. We have not as much money in the 
house as will pay for my tickets ; and though I do 
not expect to be more than a day in Liverpool, I 
ought to have a little over. Will you lend me some > 
My father does not like my borrowing, or owing it 
at Mrs. Butchart's shop.' And Marion coloured as 
Ae spoke, with a blush that referred to her family's 
well-known embarrassments. 

*I shall be only too glad to lend you all the 
money that is in the house. It is not much, I fear, 
^ only to-day Robbie was to call at the Royal Bank, 
^d cash a cheque for me ; but all that there is is 
^cry much at your service.' 

*Eppy told me that Miss Esslemont was from 
•^ome, but I thought that I might ask for you.' 
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* You would have vexed me very much if you had 
not, or had trusted to anyone else/ 

' It has all been so sudden. Everythii^ comes 
when one does not expect it/ said Marion, sitting 
back on the sofa, and now for the first time beginning 
to draw her breath quietly; while Mr. Esslemont 
unlocked a drawer, and searched in it for all the 
money that the house contained. 

' Now let us see,* he said, again placing himself 
in front of Marion. 

'You mean let us see how much I have got to 
begin with/ said the girl laughing, as she emptied ^ 
netted purse into her lap. ' £3 17s. 9^.,' she said* 
after counting it over twice. 

Mr. Esslemont laid £/^ beside it and sai^j 
* Pardon me, but I think there is some silv^^ 
in a box in my room, and it will make it saC^^ 
if we add that also. But have you had tea, Mi^- 

Ford ? ' 

Marion said, * No ; and I have not had any dinn^ 
either to-day,* she added, laughing. ' I meant to g^ 
some food at Perth, where we shall be about sev^^ 
o'clock. It has all been such a hurry at home. I' 



Surprised. 119 

hardly two hours yet since I took up that 
wspaper.' 

* I will tell Eppy to bring you some tea/ replied 
e minister ; and with these words he disappeared, 
aving Marion in solitary possession of the study, 
hich in her mind was so strangely associated with 
lugh's last day at home, and with his visit to the 
ninister, to speak to him about the fatal picture. 
Dear Hughie ! ' said Marion to herself. ' I wonder 
what he is like now, and if he will know me ? I 
am sure I shall know him, for he has mother^s 
eyes.' 

So occupied was Marion with these anticipations 
that she hardly missed her host, though he remained 
absent for some minutes. Eppy was the first to ap- 
pear, and she brought in the tea-tray and kettle. The 
latter she placed on the hob, saying as she did so 
^t the minister had desired her to bring it ben at 
once, and to ask Miss Ford to be so good as to make 
fte tea. 

Marion gave a glance at the clock ; and, seeing 
ftat it yet wanted an hour and forty minutes of the 
^e of her train, she set about her task with alacrit^\ 
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She was on her knees, pouring water from the big 
kettle, when Mr. Esslemont entered. 

* You must allow me to add these twelve shillings 
to the sum already in your purse.' 

' Oh ! thank you. I can never thank you enough 
for being so helpful to me.' 

' It is all very much at your service,' was the 
reply ; but it was made in such an odd, stiff, grave 
voice that Marion looked up, kettle in hand, to see if 
her host was in any way displeased at her. He was 
certainly very pale, and instead of meeting her eyes 
he looked over her head. Did he think it forward of. 
her that she seemed to have become all at once so 
much at home, kneeling thus by his study fire ? Or 
was he annoyed at her request for a loan } Surely^ 
among neighbours and old friends, neither of thes^r 
were great crimes, especially when an only brothei 
was in the case — one who had been lost and was noi 
found. No one either knew as well as did Mr. Essl( 
mont, all that Hughie had cost her and her poor mothe: 

Marion wondered not a little at the grave coldne^^s 
of his manner since he rejoined her. He walked Wszzo 
the window, and looked out, and left her to arran ^^ c 
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her tea-tray in silence ; and when that part of her task 
was finished, and she had moved away from it, so as 
to leave the duties of hospitality to him, he only said, 
in the same constrained voice, *May I ask you to 
take the trouble to give yourself some tea ? ' 

* And to make some for you too,' said Marion ; but 
in answer to that offer Mr. Esslemont at first only 
turned his back. 

It was some moments before composure began to 
return to her host's mind or face. In very truth when 
he had re-entered his study, and beheld there, alone, 
and in cha^-ge of his hearth, the little creature who 
had for more than three years been his daily and 
nightly preoccupation, his heart had for a moment 
almost forgotten to beat. It had been with diffi- 
culty that he found any voice, or any words, in which 
^o address her. He had felt for a moment as if real 
^Jfe had ended and dreamland had begun ; as if the 
Pi'ayer he had prayed seven times a day for so many 
'Months had suddenly been granted ; as if sorrow and 
Solitude had passed away ; and as if his angel, folding 
^Gr great wings, had at last become his household 
"^^ity, his love's crown, and his wife. 
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To this impression Mr. Esslemont now actually 
in part surrendered himself, and it was, therefore, 
Marion who spoke the most frequently during their 
improvised and tite-d-tite meal. He was for the most 
part silent, either watching her pretty, housewifely 
ways, or by a question making her go over again all 
her plans and her hopes of meeting Hugh. 

Mr. Esslemont was himself so happy in her sweet 
company that he became as sanguine as herself. 

' I wish with all my heart that I could go with 
you, and see your meeting with your brother ; but as 
I cannot do so, you must at least allow me to take 
you to the station. Robby is not at home, so you 
must walk. I will see you off, and put you into a 
carriage with some douce woman who is going on 
through the night ; or at any rate I can speak to the 
guard about you.* 

Marion smiled all her thanks. 

* Thank you,* she said ; * you are very kind ; no 
one is so kind.* 

' Ah ! do not say that. I have never in my life 
been allowed to do more than begin to be kind to 
anyone.* 
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* I can't believe that/ 

* It is true, however. A minister spends his whole 
life guessing at his people's wants and burdens. He 
tries to know them, and is himself never really 
known.' 

* I never thought of that,' said Marion, glancing 
quickly at her companion's face as they left the 
study. 

Then side by side they walked to the door ; side 
by side they stood on the gravel ; and then side by 
side they trod the path that led across the fields to 
the station. 



CHAPTER VII. 



WAITING FOR THE TRAIN. 



* Here runs the highway to the town, 

There the green lane descends, 
Thro* which I walked to church with her : 
Ah! gentlest of my friends.' 

Longfellow. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

illRS was a walk of about twenty minutes. The 
I, February day that was now drawing to its 
2 was one of those in which, though the season 
winter, we reah'ze that the earth is not really 
i, but only sleeping. Nothing as yet has, it 
rue, roused her from her torpor; still, you feel 
inctively that she has ten thousand times ten 
asand gifts of fruits, and flowers, and grain in 
e for cattle and birds, and for the children of 
1. 

*"The^e all wait upon Thee, and Thou givest 
n their meat in due season,"' said Marion to 
jclf, for she felt in her own heart all the happy 
nise of the earth, and of the seasons. 
She was wonderfully thankful, trustful, and happy; 
step barely pressed the grass under her feet ; and 
companion noticed the bright colour that had 
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come into her delicate face as she walked quietly by 
his side. 

Ah ! why was she not always there and, above 
all, always thus ? Would she never be his ? Is it 
possible to ask for a blessing seven times a day and 
yet never obtain it from heaven ? Is it possible either 
for a girl to let a man walk beside her breathing his 
dumb but urgent prayer for one touch of her hand, 
and one sweet word from her mouth, and yet remain 
quite insensible to him ? No, thank God ! the thrill 
within and around the girl was as the echo of his 
prayer. Something of its magnetism touched Marionu 
to-day ; and, in thinking of this walk, Mr. Esslemont::^ 
dared afterwards to believe, that if much had beeim- 
mutely expressed on his side, certainly somethin 
had also passed on hers, which she was not as ye 
able to put into words. 

V 

They made their way quickly across the villag 
and then they took the path that begins where th 
high road ends, and which forms a short cut to th 
station. They crossed the stream on its little bridg 
of planks, and then, as the ground rose, they could se 
the levels of the railway that stretched away befor 
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them. Some lights twinkled about the station ; and 
far to the westward, against the sunset glow, which in 
lingering arched itself far into the night, there spread 
the large horizon of the hills. 

It appeared that Marion would still have half an 
hour to wait for her train. 

It was a shabby little roadside station which 
they entered at the close of the day. The west 
wind blew into it, and it contained only one long 
bench under a long shed. There were some fish- 
trucks in a siding, with red lamps moving fitfully 
about, and the platform was roughly covered with 
cinders. Yet to Mr. Esslemont the place seemed 
like Eden, and the muddy stream that gurgled away 
through its sedgy grasses, was to him as Pison that 
came through Havilah, ' wherein was gold.' 

No wonder ! For here was Marion, not only asking 
for his help, as she might have done before, but trust- 
^"g herself to him, while he was actually waiting upon 
*^^r. Oddly enough, it was the first time that he had 
^^er had a chance of doing so, and that for two 
reasons : first, because Marion^s life was generally 
^ spent and given up to others, so that she never 
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seemed to need, or to ask for, the most trifling, per- 
sonal attention. Another reason was, that during all 
the period of her distress he had not once ventured to 
intrude on one of the shyest and proudest of natures 
of a country where a shy pride is a very familiar type. 
Since the hour of Mrs. Ford's death, when he had 
carried Marion insensible in his arms, and had laid 
her down, still insensible, in her own room, he had 
never been alone with her for a second, and had 
never assisted her, except in matters of business, 
along with her father. 

She now spoke of her father, and again asked him 
to go and prepare the way, if possible, for Hugh's 
reception. Mr. Esslemont promised to devote him- 
self to that cause, and while discussing this subject 
they walked up and down in the gloaming, with the 
soft west wind in their faces. Then came a difference of 
opinion as to a change of carriages to be made eithc'^ 
at Larbert or at Carstairs, and a time-table had to b^ 
consulted. Marion laughed, but Mr. Esslemont*s hdS^^ 
trembled as, by the light of a station-lamp, their V^^ 
heads bent over one small book, and Marion ran J^^^ 
finger up and down the columns of figures. 
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At last her train was signalled. Then came the 
ting, the shawl that had to be put over her feet, 
injunctions to the guard, the smiling thanks, the 
ssure of the hand, the suppressed ' God bless you ! ' 
I then the door was shut. 

The train moved away, and when its red lamp 
I been swallowed up by the darkness, the minister 
•aced his steps to the Kirkton. 
As he went he lived over again that hour of 
let and trustful companionship. He said to him- 
' that no creature was so exquisite, because none 
5 so perfectly balanced between tenderness and 
y, because none had so womanly and so simple 
ignity, along with so childlike a heart. 
As he walked he prayed. He prayed that He, 
had been Love's Alpha, would also vouchsafe to 
its Omega ; and this he asked, not from any super- 
tious conceit that either he or Marion were the sole 
jects of Divine solicitude, but, as one of the chil- 
2n of the great family, he relied on the wisdom of 
- Father to whom ' belongeth mercy.* 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



THE SKELETON IN THE HOUSE. 



God ! God 1 My sense, my soul, my all. 

Dies in the cry. 
Saw^st thou that faint star flame and &11 ? 

Lord ! it was I ' 



F. Myers. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

E upon a time there came to an Indian town a 

strange and old. The people, taking him to 

holy man, crowded round him. 'Avoid me/ 

! the stranger, *for I carry with me fate, and 

and fire.* They searched the man, and found 

ing on him but a bit of cloth, a string of beads, 

a small brass lota. Then they laughed at their 

fears. The man took a drop of honey from a 

xposed for sale, and, smearing it on the nearest 

, passed out of the town. Before the fakir had 

I a rood's length some flies, settling on the 

jy, began to eat it. From a crevice in the wall 

5 crept out a lizard, and it began to make a meal 

lie flies. A cat, crawling stealthily up, surprised 

lizard, and caught it. While playing with her 

'■ the cat was seized by a neighbour's dog, and 

tied. The owner of the cat and the master of 
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the dog, hearing the uproar, ran out with sticks. 
Soon two corpses lay in the street, and each man ac- 
cused the other of having killed his favourite. The 
one dragged the other before the judge. Sentence 
was given in favour of the dog, in spite of his 
having certainly been the offender. The cat had her 
partisans in the town, and a riot took place ; houses 
were burnt, and the unjust judge stoned. Then 
troops were sent to establish order ; but the soldiers, 
being several months in arrears for their pay, took 
sides with the rioters and seized the fort. A neigh- 
bouring rajah took the opportunity to march into 
the town. A war began, which lasted for many 
months, and not one stone was left standing upon 
the other. The inhabitants, when starving in the 
jungle, had ample time to remember that the fakir, 
with his drop of honey, had caused all this fire and 
fury, and their own too unhappy fate. 

Love, when it enters a man's heart scatters fire- 
brands, for 

Love was never yet without 
The fear, the agony, the doubt ; 

and when love enters a family it often does like the 
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ndian fakir, and with its drop of honey causes a 
freat deal of trouble and strife. 

Mr. Esslemont, when he reached the Manse, was 
itill under the influence of the sweet hour and of 
Jie visit which had seemed to foreshadow a lifelong 
oy. 

' Well, Robby,' he cried cheerfully to his servant, 
^ho was rubbing down the mare in front of the 
stables, ' is it all right } ' 

* The siller is on the table — sax notes and some 
shillings — and Mr. Burns' note for the coals,* replied 
Robby laconically, without looking up from the heels 
of Grizzel. 

* The mare went well, I suppose ? * 

**Decd did she. Come over, Grizzy!* cried the 
servant, patting the creature's dappled flank. 

'And nothing went wrong } ' 

*It was all right as far as I had to do wi' it,* 
^plied Robby in a tone which made Mr. Esslemont 
■^ink it might not be all right now. 

His heart sank within him, and rapidly into the 
^^ckground faded that vision of peace and of the 
^^gel by the hearth. 
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He entered the house, hung up his hat, and 
walked into the parlour, where, in a more or less 
suffering and more or less perverse state, he expected. 
to find his sister. 

But Miss Clementina was not there. 

' Eppy,' he called, ' is Miss Esslemont gone tcj 
her room } * 

* She's to her bed,* replied the maid ; and Mr- 
Esslemont went up stairs. 

He knocked ; but getting no answer, opened the 
door of Miss Esslemont's room gently. 

'Dear Clemmy!' he said, approaching the bed, 
* you have not caught cold, I hope ? The evening has 
been so mild, so delightful, surely it could not do 
you harm; and Robby says that the mare came 
home at a capital trot.' 

Still no answer. 

' Clemmy ! are you ill ? Pray speak to me.' 

Still the same silence : and Miss Esslemont 
who lay with her face to the wall, gave no signs o 
moving. 

What could have occurred ? It had been wron^ 
of him to trust her alone to Robby. She wa 
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generally on bad terms with the servants ; and 
Robby, who had a caustic tongue, might have taken 
offence at something, probably in the interests of his 
darling Grizzy, and had in his turn offended her. 

' Has an)^ing happened to annoy you at Easter- 
haven or on the way home?' asked the minister in 
despair ; but to this question, as to the previous ones, 
Miss Esslemont vouchsafed no answer. 

' Shall I wait dinner for you, or is Eppy to bring 
you some } I don't know what there is for dinner/ 
added Mr. Esslemont, endeavouring to draw his 
sister into talk on some safe topic. 

But in the present state of affairs the prospect of 
dinner was powerless, and he went down stairs again, 
annoyed, but not surprised, at an exhibition of dis- 
pleasure for which he could not exactly account 

He had to eat his dinner alone, and, under pre- 
tence of not having another fire lit for himself, he 
had it brought to him in the study. Ah ! if Marion 
had but been there ! Where was she now } Hurrying 
through the dark, thinking of Hugh, and forgetting, 
perhaps, the hour that for him, at least, had been so 
hopeful and so sweet. 
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* Ask Miss Esslemont if she would like me to sit 
with her this evening or not,* he called to Eppy, 
who was about to disappear. 

* I need not ask her/ was the reply ; for our 
servants always know more of our affairs than we 
do ourselves, and Scotch servants are very blunt in 
their speech. 

'What is the matter, Eppy? Has Robby 
offended Miss Esslemont, or is she really the worse 
for her drive home in the dusk ? ' 

* Its neither Robby nor her meat, nor yet the 
gloaming, that ails her; but she comes home, and 
she sees two cups in the tray in the study, and then 
she goes up like a tap of tow : just clean daft like- 
" Who's been here ? " cries she. " It was Miss Ford,^ ^ 
says I. "And where's my brother.?" "He's awa; 
to the station wi* her." She was that angered sh^ 
just tilted the whole tray on to the floor; and lookr 
see ! broke this saucer and, waur nor that, this jug ! 
And Eppy displayed the fragments of broken chin^ 
with a face of wrathful grief. 

*They all belonged to my mother,' said th^ 
minister, with a sigh ; and when Eppy had left th^ 
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room he stood before the fire with a very dark cloud 
on his brow. 

Whenever, in hope or in despair, the minister of 
Lumgair had contemplated marriage he must have 
done so with many misgivings. Even now, grant 
him to be sure of gaining a place in Marion's affec- 
tions, was she prepared to share with him in the 
charge of his sister ? And how was Miss Esslemont 
prepared to receive a young mistress of the Manse } 
Evidently very ill ; and, what was worse, this fit 
of jealous passion would, through the servants, spread 
through the parish reports which coupled his name 
with Marion's. If they never reached her they were 
still annoying. It was the last thing he wished to 
have buzzed about among the village gossips. 
Marion's sudden journey to Liverpool was, of course, 
a sufficient explanation of her visit to the Manse ; 
^ut still, as that is a wise girl who is never spoken 
o*i so that is a prudent minister who never gives 
^casion for detraction. Then, if Marion did hear 
^^y gossip about herself and him, it might ruin all 
liis plans. 

He meant to act slowly and surely — not to hurry 
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her, not to frighten her, not to make that ' more haste' 
which in wooing is sometimes the ' worse speedL' 

He wondered what line would be the best for him 
to pursue with Clementina : — to ignore the whole affair 
of Marion's visit, and to treat it (as it had been) as an 
accident ; or, to reason with his sister, and so prepare 
her — gently, but firmly — for the fact that he wished 
to marry, and in doing so still to assure her of his 
continued affection and care. The first of these two 
plans would have been the wiser of them. But the 
minister of Lumgair had spoilt his sister. Clementina 
had got so accustomed to her brother's unqualified 
self-sacrifice, that she presumed on her position, and 
on its privileges. Sensitive natures do not care to en- 
counter perpetual struggles about trifles, so it often 
happens that in a house the weaker and the inferior 
rules ; and generous people often make mistakes by 
which they afterwards find their own hands bound. 
George Esslemont's devotion to his sister had ren- 
dered his own life lonely in no common degree: 
always beside him, she could not be his companion, 
but she would not suffer anyone else to be so. She 
did not put forward as her reason the morbid jealousy 
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which she felt, but she pleaded rather her unfitness 
for the company of strangers, and the effect of society 
upon her health. Often sullen, one day defiant, and 
the next full of terrors, she was really wilful to im- 
periousness, and generally maddened by an over-lively 
sense of what concerned herself 

How was all this to be dealt with if the minister 
married ? For, even supposing Marion won, could he 
ask her to share such a task with him ? 

To the onerous, monotonous charge of his sister he 

had long accustomed himself, and he made it a point 

of honour never to leave her to the charge of servants 

for more than a couple of days at a time. For him, 

therefore, there had come to be in the course of the 

year no little interludes, no breaks, and no intercourse, 

except by letter, with more congenial minds. Yet he 

had resigned himself to solitude and to discomfort, as 

'We can resign ourselves to a thing that affects no one 

^Ise; but now, if he thought of Marion, it all appeared 

from a different point of view. Now, for her sake, he 

realized the great annoyance that small, senseless 

Worries can give, and the tyranny of habit. He felt 

' ^^gry now at a neglected meal, at a peevish com- 
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plaint, at the dull restlessness of their daily routinej 
and at a dozen small proofs of disorder and discom- 
fort that before might have been passed over without 
notice. 

If Charity's enduring joy be real, so, alas ! are the 
flames of martyrdom, and there are actions of which 
we do not realize beforehand all the possible conse- 
quences. Such had been his adoption of Clementina, 
with the burden of her wrecked understanding, and 
of all her wayward misery. 

That evening the minister went up and spent half 
an hour with his sister. At first she remained sullenly 
silent ; then, all of a sudden, she raised her voice, and 
she broke into a passion of incoherent complaints and 
wild reproaches. She had never been anything but 
miserable, and now he proposed to turn her out of the 
house for the sake of a girl picked up by the side of the 
dyke, who was throwing herself at his head. Every- 
body knew that these Fords were ruined. 

It was true that Marion had urged her father to use 
the portion of the inheritance that was to have been 
her own for the immediate liquidation of the miller s 
debts, and of his own liabilities. Mr. Esslemont's heart 
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ivelled when he thought of it. His darling was pof- 
onless enough — that was true, but only all the dearer, 
le took no notice of Clemmy's taunts, and let her run 
n, hoping that she would exhaust herself. Yet it was 
bitter hour. Old trifles, which he had long since for- 
otten, and in which it is to be doubted if he had ever 
een to blame, were raked up to-night. Miss Clemmy*s 
nger was tearless, but her words were bitter, and her 
iltimatum was an absolute refusal ever to live under 
he same roof with a sister-in-law. 

' If I marry, you may be sure that I will only bring 
into this house as its mistress a woman who will be 
your true sister, and share with me in the care of you. 
Perhaps, Clemmy, she may even succeed better than 
^ seem to have done.* 

'Do not try to deceive me by saying "if you 
■^arry ** — your wife will be Marion Ford.* 

*Then Marion Ford, in God*s name, let it be.* 
'^nd with those words the minister left the room. 

For half an hour after he left her Miss Esslemont's 
•^ies and screams filled the house, for she had gone 
ff into strong hysterics, and would probably remain 
^r the next forty-eight hours incapable of any 
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exertion, or even of bearing the daylight in her 
room. 

Alone in his study the Rev. George Esslemont 
paced up and down. What was he to do ? Woo 
Marion, and perhaps win her, only to make her life 
a burden to her ? or harden his heart, and turn Oe- 
mentina out of the house, as soon as he was engaged 
to be married ? 

Of course he might do that, for the tie of brother 
and sister is not like that of husband and wife. He 
had already sacrificed wellnigh twenty years of life 
to this task of being Clemmy's keeper. There was 
no imperative call on him to go on with a duty that 
had come to him when he was young. That he was 
no longer. He had grown grey, and the world had 
grown dark ; and only Marion was like a lighthouse, 
that sheds at intervals its rays upon the darkness 
and the wild heavings of the sea. 

Was he bound to go on wasting his life still 
further, throwing a good and a useful existence at the 
feet of a creature incapable of using or appreciating 
the devotion he showed her, though she profited by 
the many sacrifices he had made ? Clementina had t^^ 
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legal claim on him for anything, unless for food and 
lodging. Ah! but is not faithfulness a thing that 
binds with stronger ties than legal claims ? Was he 
not bound by his own past of goodness and fidelity ? or 
might he cast off this intolerable burden, and turn 
from this half-crazy and wholly ungrateful dependent 
to the sober certainty of mutual trust, to the sweet 
yoke of love — in a word, to Marion ? 

He put up his hands before his face. At what a 
pace did his pulses beat if only in fancy he held that 
little hand in his ! Had he no choice but to make 
Marion wretched, or to give up thinking of her ? 

Give up ! What then ? No wife ; no young, sweet 
lips returning his kiss ; no fair head on his pillow ; 
no light, girlish step on the nursery stairs : but only 
this continued, grinding solitude ; and then, at the 
end, the chill friendship of Death. 

And had Clementina ever given up anything for 
him ? Was this to be called living ? — all joy and sym- 
pathy kept out ; all misery, discord, and disorder kept 
in ? Did not Clemmy often complain, and say that 
she was not well cared for in his house ? — that she 
hated the coast, and would be quite well if only she 

L2 
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could get away from the sound of the sea ? Was she 
not a prisoner here, and he her keeper ? Were her 
fits of silence and suUenness, her fits of gaiety, her 
hysterics, and nervous nights and nerveless mornings, 
were these to be now and for evermore, as they had 
been for twenty years, the sole occupations of his life? 
Ah! bitter thoughts, whence do you come to-night? 
Ah ! little, cold hands chafed by him so often when 
the fires of life burned low ! Ah ! pale mouth, that had 
lost its colour from pain ; and low voice that had lost 
its tune from sorrow ! * Shame on you, George Essle- 
mont, to grudge her the years you have given her!' 
And then the minister fell on his knees, and there 
alone in the darkness he wrestled with that evil sense 
of his own losses that would harden his heart against 
another's needs. 

* Oh, God ! who, if known to men at all, art known 
as pity, keep me pitiful, and keep me true.' 

Absorbed in this struggle, the minister was not 
aware that at this moment the door of his study h^-^ 
been gently opened by Robby, who had come ^^ 
search of some arsenic-paste kept in his mastei' ^ 
bureau. The room was dark, and Robby was not ^ 
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tartled to hear a groan coming, as it were, from 
or. The servant had no light, but by the glow 
dying embers he could, after a minute or two, 
/e some white object on the sofa that seemed 
I and fall in a way that was unaccountable. 
' stood perfectly still ; and what was his dismay 
ern that that moaning voice was his master's ! 
aed itself from sighs at last into words. 
foolish am I and ignorant, that I am even as a 
Defore Thee ; yet despise not Thou the work of 
own hands. God of the spirits of all flesh, give 
souls and bodies Thou hast made, the things 
)f they have need. Turn Thou the light of Thy 
inance upon us, and make us glad. Oh ! Father, 
eeth in secret, forgive. Help! for the waters 
me in unto my soul. I am weaiy because of 
satness of the way, because of the hunger of 
soul, and spirit for loving warmth, and for 
Yet Thy will be done, great God of my 
ly God, and her God, our God ; Thy will be 

)bby drew his hand across his eyes ; and when 
itly closed the door after him he said to hittv- 
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self, ' What has the Judas-like crayter been doing to 
him noo ? ' 

Long after he was gone the minister's hands coa- 
tinued clasped upon the little sofa, until, worn oul 
by the conflict, he dropped suddenly asleep on the 
floor. 



CHAPTER IX. 
HUGH. 



' Oh ! does not a meeting like this make amends 

For all the long years IVe been wandering away?' 

MOORE^ 
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CHAPTER IX. 

r was under these fortunate auspices that Marion 
arted on her long and solitary journey. Full of 
f^certainty about her brother, and as to his reception 
V her father, should she succeed in bringing him 
^me with her, she was also aware of a great sense 
rest from the hour spent under Mr. Esslemont*s 
^re. Was it that, tired by the struggle of life, she 
^d begun to long for protection and rest ; or was 
^re another, and an even deeper, cause for her 
^Ppiness ? Little able as she might be to give an 
count of it to herself, it is certain that as the train 
fried on through the darkness, a singular work 
nt on in her mind. The feeling seemed all new 
d wonderful to her. It was as if the design, pre- 
Usly traced on a plate by the hand of an etcher, 
s only now beginning to develop its brilliant 
^ts and the transparent depths of its shadows. It 
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is always thus. There is a something that is begun 
by the hand of the lover, but which is left to be 
developed in the heart by the woman who is loved ; 
and whereas the hues of passion change and fade 
and pale, these, the lines of tenderness, sober, grave, 
and true, cannot but deepen and endure. 

So preoccupied was Marion that she did not 
during the journey notice greatly either her travelling 
companions, or the lapse of the hours. Only towards 
morning she fell asleep ; and if the angels who guard 
us looked into her slumbering brain they must surely 
have pardoned, even while they read it, the girl's one 
short and tender dream. 

The next day broke grey and foggy, with every 
promise of rain ; but Marion, when she reached 
Liverpool, got a cab and drove at once to the Docks- 
There she learned that the * Caledonia * was in tb^ 
Mersey, and would be up by half-past two. She g^^ 
some breakfast, and vainly tried to rest for soi^^ 
hours ; and then, though feeling stunned and lo^* 
among all the traffic and business of the place, st^^ 
returned to the landing-dock, there to wait, with 
beating heart, for the arrival of the great steam. ^^^ 
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1 the river and on the shore the bustle Wcis won- 
rful, and she felt like a drop in a bucket ; in fact, 

nervous and lonely that once or twice she was 
mpted to regret both her journey and her (as she 
•w called it) crazy determination to find out Hugh, 
ily the memory of their mother's love for him kept 
• her courage till the first sight of the vessel changed 
e current of her thoughts, and gave her an agonising 
ead lest it might now please God to disappoint her 
d this good hope, as He had done many a time in 
e last year of Mrs. Ford's life. She was thankful 
at Hugh's arrival was not to take place at night, 
it that she might have the benefit of such daylight 

a drizzling February day had to give. She still 
oped to recognise, or be recognised by, her brother. 

When the * Caledonia ' had been made fast, and 
le crowd of passengers at last began to press towards 
^ gangway, Marion placed herself as near it as she 
old, wrapped her shawl tightly over her chest, and 
>od, without an umbrella, in the close, fast-falling 
n. 

What a mob of people ! of all ages, sizes, and 
&n colours! and how they struggled! At length 
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she caught sight of a face that answered her expecta- 
tions, for it had grey eyes, a full red mouth, and soft, 
straight, brown hair, under a round cap. 

Only the man in question looked curiously old io 
be Hugh ; and this man, if Hugh he were, carried 
an infant There must be some mistake ! Yet there 
were Mrs. Ford's eyes. Finally the man turned and 
said something to a young woman close behind him, 
and now the likeness was beyond all doubt. It was, 
it must be, Hugh ! 

Marion rushed forward and reached the corner 
of the gangway. * Hughie ! ' she cried. * Hughie ! 
There came such a startled look into the traveller ^ 
eyes ! 

* Do take care of the child ! ' cried a voice, before 1*^ 
could do more than give that one mild glance roun<i' 

* Hughie ! ' Marion called again. And now tt*^ 
brother and sister were actually side by side in tJ^^ 
crowd. But the mob of passengers pushed the^ 
all forward. Hugh, carrying the child, was the fir^^' 
then Marion, and then the young woman. * Hughi^' 
she said, this time more softly, but with such a de^P 
thrill of anxiety in her voice. * Marion ! Can it t>^ 
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' Keep by us/ was all there was time to say, till 
St the crowd surged away to the right of them, and 
:his little group, so strange to each other, and yet 
*arly related, standing face to face. 
Vith a sob Marion threw herself on her brother's 
. * Is it your child, Hugh ? ' she at last found 
Is to say. * Is it your child t Oh ! if mother 
i but have lived to see this day ! ' 
Then she is gone ! Too surely I might have 
m she must be gone,' murmured Hugh ; then, 
cting himself, he said, * This is my wife : this is 
ie Clarke, whom I married fourteen months ago 
ew York.* 

The two women shook hands, and then looked at 
other. How long they might have done so ill 
ce is uncertain, but just then the baby began to 
and to show by his screams his sense of the 
that was falling upon him. The young mothef 
ed that they might at once get under shelter, 
a move was made in the direction of the inn 
e Marion said that she had breakfasted that 
ling. 
Vhile the baby occupied its mother, Hugti atvd 
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his sister took counsel together. * Oh ! why did you 
never write ? ' 

* You may well ask me that. My life has been a 
heavy one with the sin of that unwritten letter on my 
conscience. George Watson wanted me to write it 
from Lerwick.' 

* He told me that' 

' It was true. It was no fault of his. No one was 
to blame but myself. I did not write it ; and then, 
when I had taken service on board a strange ship, I 
dared not. Yet I knew that I was breaking her 
heart. It was the most miserable year of my life.' 
And Hugh burst into tears. 

Oh ! the dead ! oh ! the dead ! that do not come 
back, and that we cannot see again, and at whose feet 
we cannot fall when we would fain ask them to forgive ! 

' Yet I did love her. May ; I did love her dearly,' 
he added, after a sorrowful pause ; and after another 
Marion whispered : 

' It may be that where she is she knows that now ; 
but, oh ! while she was here it was hard, hard for her 
to bear.' 

' When was it } ' 
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' In the next spring — in March ; at half-past nine 
ae night/ 

*If she had been alone with you I would have 
*ntured that letter from Lerwick ; but there was my 
then He had struck me, and I could not get over 
lat ; it might be what Uncle James called our 
highland pride, but I could not get over that ; and 
had taken some of father's money, and just be- 
Luse he ought to have given me some ; so he was 
ire not to be able to get over that, and no letter 
ould do any good.' 

' Ah ! to mother it would have done all the good 
i the world. Hughie, Hughie, nobody knows what a 
ord in time may do.' 

* But nobody thanks you for it when it comes too 
te ; and after I had enlisted on board the " Brook- 
'n" I dared not write, even to mother. I did not 
link she could overlook my going to America, so, 
lough I wrote many a letter, I never dared to send 
ae. Every one of them went into the fire : and she 
ent into her grave ! ' 

Marion put her arms round her brother, and kissed 
im. 
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*You have not told me yet, May, how you 
managed to find me here.' 

* I read by chance, in the Dundee paper, that you 
were to attend the meeting of a society, and that you 
were to come to Liverpool by the " Caledonia,*' as to- 
day. It was at half-past one that I read it, and the train 
leaves at 4,20. First I had to get a sort of leave out 
of father. He had a stroke eighteen months ago, and 
as he is in a feeble state I was not quite clear in my 
own mind if I could leave him, for he was terribly 
upset.' 

* Will he see me } * 

* I am sure he will come to it, even if at first h^ 
should be still a little stiff; and Mr. Esslemont h 
promised me to bring him round while I am awa 
He was very happy, Hugh, to think that you wer 
alive and prospering. He lent me money for m 
journey, for we had not as much in the house 
would pay for my tickets.' 

* I hope he is all right' 

* Yes,' replied Marion. 

The reply was in one syllable, yet that one 
syllable had cost her a blush. Hugh did not notice 
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, however, and he went on : * Is the old place much 
banged ? ' 

* Not much. Christy is gone away.' 

* I shan't miss her^ 

* She left when Robby Tosh married Peggy 
►utchart Tom Skinner manages the farm, for father 
an do but little now, and the gig is sold. Miss 
'lementina is alive, and just the same ; and the 
Vilkies are all well.' 

* I am glad of that. Would not I like to be in the 
' Nellie " again ! Tell me, is the old Doctor still to 
he fore } ' 

' He is ; both he and his wife hang on wonder- 
uUy. Maggie Brodie has a child. But, Hugh, what 
ave you, ajid your wife, called your boy ? ' 

* Kenneth James.' 

* I am so glad you have named it after father ! 
^nd I am sure that he will take to his " oe." ' 
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CHAPTER X. 

KENNETH SENIOR AND 
KENNETH JUNIOR. 
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* A child, more than all other gifts 
That earth can offer to declimng man, 
Brings hope with it, and forward-looking thoughts.* 

Wordsworth. 
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CHAPTER X. 

The conviction that her small nephew would prove 
the best of peacemakers led Marion not only to 
return at once to Netherbyres, but induced her to 
appear there accompanied by Mrs. Ford and the 
child, persons to whom not only the newspaper had 
not alluded, but of whose existence she had herself 
two days ago not so much as even dreamed. 

It was strange to think of Hugh as the head of a 

family, but so it was. Annie Ford was disposed to 

be friendly, and she at once consented to go down to 

Scotland with Marion. Hugh, of course, must remain 

in Liverpool for the meeting of the Photographic 

Society, and there would be plenty of time for the 

"^omen to communicate with him as to the state of 

his father's feelings towards him. From the fact that 

he had married a pretty, young woman with some 

'^oney, and that his child was named * Keutvefclv^* 
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Marion encouraged him to hope great diii^s. Then 
there were also Mr. Esslemont's good offices to be 
rdied on. These afforded, to Marion at least, a secret 
source of confidence and serenity. There was no 
doubt about it that, even in these moments of interest 
and excitement, Mr. Esslemont's sympathy seemed 
to her to outweigh every other pleasure. In fact, so 
varied is human life, and so variable is human nature, 
that whereas at the day of Hugh's flight, now almost 
four years ago, her brother had occupied the whole 
space in her mind, now, in this the week of his happy 
return, he only seemed to occupy, as it were, the 
middle distance ; while in the for^round she saw 
always that pale, grave face and those kind eyes that 
seemed to say more to her than anything else in the 
world. 

In a place like Lumgair intelligence soon spreads, 
and in a very few hours Mr. Esslemont heard the 
news from Netherbyres, viz., the appearance of Hugh 
Ford's American wife (wi' siller) and of a 'wee laddie,' 
who bore the old farmer's name. 

To see these wonders, to see Marion, and to hear 
from her own lij>s all that concerned her meeting with 
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her brother, Mr. Esslcmont lost no time in hastening 
to Netherbyres. 

Robby Tosh drove him thither, and as his master 
alighted, an indescribably something that spread over 
his master's face and figure, caught the faithful ser- 
vant's attention. The door was quickly opened, and 
Mr. Esslemont passed into the house ^t once ; but 
Robby watched him as he disappeared. * Weel, he is 
no so young as he was, and women-folk are fashious 
and foolish craiters ; but, gin I were one o* them, I 
would like weel to be the lass that he is going to 
meet wi' yon look in his face.* 

The girl in question formed, when the minister 
entered, one of an admiring group gathered round 
young Mrs. Ford and her child. 

The presence of Kenneth Ford in his big chair 
already told favourably for the state of family affairs. 
Close beside him sat Mistress Annie Ford with her 
infant, and Mrs. Connacher, of the Mill Inn; with Dr. 
and Mrs. Miller, and Marion, as admirers. 

When Marion's eyes met Mr. Esslemont's their 
lids fell at once ; but she smiled, and held out a hand, 
which he took, and also held for a moment 
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* Well, how has it been ? How was it at Liver- 
pool ? ' 

* Wonderful ! Far better even than we thought it 
could be/ And now the eyes, a moment ago so shy, 
were lifted trustingly to his. * Hugh knew me the 
instant I spoke. He remains in Liverpool for ten 
days ; but you see that father has taken to the child 
at once. I am so thankful ! * 

*So am L* And then Mr. Esslemont went* over 
and sat by the farmer, and began his acquaintance 
with young Mrs. Ford, about whom nothing could for 
the present be said with certainty, except that she 
was thin and slight, had pretty eyes, and spoke with 
a strong American accent. She told Mr. Esslemont 
that she had married Hugh in New York, fourteen 
months ago, and that she had two sisters there, one of 
whom lived with their father, who was an auctioneer, 
and one was married to an artist. It had been 
originally intended to leave the baby in that sister's 
care. *But I am glad now that we changed our 
minds, for I should have missed him, and he is more 
thought of here than anything else in the house.' 

The young mother laughed as she said this ; and 
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larion, laughing also, crossed over, and stood by her 
ew sister. As she played with the child it is pos- 
ble that Robby, could he have watched the group, 
light have also found something to say as to the 
iture bliss of the man into whose eyes Marion looked 
p every now and again with that softly pleasing 
nile. 

In truth these were halycon days at Lumgair. An 
mount of intercourse went on, in lionour of the new- 
omers, such as had not existed since poor Mrs. Ford's 
leath ; and to the minister's eyes Marion appeared in 
Jways mor^ attractive shapes. 

Only Hugh had yet to come. 

When he arrived his sister met him at the station ; 
Id though she was able to tell him that their father 
as unusually well, and that his child already ruled 
^ house, she saw that his heart was full, and that 
^ir meeting would be a nervous moment. 

It was very quiet. No direct words of welcome, 

of apology, were spoken on either side ; the farmer 

^ntented himself with remarking that it was a very 

^t day, and that as the roads were * that soft ' his 

*n had better * change his feet ' before he dined. 
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The spell of reserve was, however, soon broken 
by little Kenneth, who, while Marion kissed his little, 
fat, pink toes, fastened both his hands in her hair, 
and pulled it all about her eyes in a sunny disorder. 

Then came Marion's turn to have her brother to 
herself. 

She took him up stairs and showed him the 
little attic where he used to work, and the one in 
which he formerly slept In their mother's empty 
room the brother and sister sat down and looked 
at each other. 'NOj, Hughie, you are not much 
changed,' the girl exclaimed as, with her head a 
little on one side, she completed her survey of him. 

* Well, you are. May,' was the reply, and it was 
true. The years that had passed over Marion had 
changed her in every way. In stature she was still 
diminutive, but her figure was rounder; there was 
nothing sallow about the paleness of her well-pro- 
portioned cheek, and her manner, without loss of 
simplicity, now expressed a good deal of her earnest 
character. 

Next day the brother and sister went down to the 
Fisherton. How Hugh rejoiced in the lapping of the 
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2a on the familiar and well-loved pier, in the children 
rho waded and played, and hunted crabs among the 
Dugh crevices of the dulse-covered crags ; in these 
/larch mornings, in his competence, his liberty, and 
lis home ! He told Mr. Esslemont, when he went to 
tie Manse, that he was the happiest man in Scot- 
ind ; and Marion, who was of the party, told him that 
he had often to ask herself if she was not dreaming. 
I cannot believe that at Netherbyres there really 
ve my brother and sister, and, most wonderful of all, 
hat there is a child. You^ know that in the time of 
he Meldrums, the house of Netherbyres was said to 
lave a curse on it, because the laird, Patrick Meldrum, 
ivho built it, bridled the water-horsey and made him 
irag stones for the walls. But I am sure the curse is 
gone now that wee Kenny has come.* 

* How happy you must be with them all ! * 

' Yes,* replied Marion, * and father hopes you will 
come, and take your dinner with us on Tuesday.' 

* I would gladly, but I am unfortunately obliged 
^0 attend a meeting in Edinburgh. It is not on busi- 
'^ess of my own,' he added, seeing that the faces of 
fte three young Fords fell, * but there is some rather 
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important evidence to be collected in the case of a 
friend which will come up before the Assembly in 
May. I may be of use to him, sa I must leave home 
on Monday: to be absent for a week at the least; 
but after that, Hughie, I hope to see a great deal of 
your work and experiments.* 

* The more the better, sir,' replied Hugh. 

* The more you come the more we shall all enjoy 
ourselves,' chimed in his wife. 

* I am not sure, however, that it is a very good 
plan. I have begun to think that it is not It makes 
me feel the horrible loneliness here more.' And the 
minister glanced at Marion, who stood a little further 
from him than the young couple. 

No one had ever heard him utter a complair 
before, but to-day something wrung these words froi 
him, and his eyes looked wistfully after the gi 
as he saw the little party leave the garden of tl 
Manse. 



CHAPTER XL 



THE WANDERER. 



* Here awa, there awa, Wandering Willie ; 
Here awa, there awa, haud awa hame.* 

Scotch Song, 
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CHAPTER XL 

The Manse of Lumgair looked more quiet and soli- 
tary than ever when Mr. Esslemont had started for 
Edinburgh, and had left his sister to the care of 
Eppy. Poor lady! she fancied that the reverse of 
this arrangement was the case, and that the onerous 
charge, not to say of the good Eppy, but of the house 
and glebe, had all devolved upon her shoulders. 

In these last days of May the spring had not yet 
'Hade any great progress, and the long, light evenings 
^ere chilly. Miss Clementina had a fire in the 
parlour, though she sat near the window, and made 
^ax flowers at a small table. This pursuit was the 
^He which gave her the most pleasure, and her deli- 
^te fingers were now busy with a spray of cherry- 
blossom. She worked quietly, and seemed to have 
lost a good deal of the agitation of the last fortnight ; 
t>ut it was with fear and disapprobation that, about 
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6 P.M. on this the evening of her fourth day of 
solitude, she overheard Eppy in ijrolonged colloquy 
with some beggar, or stranger, at the gate. She re- 
membered with terror that Robby Tosh was absent. 
He had been sent a week before to the Infirmary at 
Easterhaven to be treated for an injury to his hand. 

The stranger might be only Jenny Mowat, from 
the Fisherton, who was wont to charge so exorbi- 
tantly for crabs, and thus to stimulate Eppy's faculties 
pleasantly now and again by a wrangle over four- 
pence. Only the hour was too late for Jenny. It 
might also be Rab Duncan, the pedlar, in which 
case no dangers were at hand, for Rab was quiet and 
canty, and at the worst would ask Eppy if he had 
no chance of selling a wedding-ring to her sweet- 
heart, or if she meant to save up her money till she 
needed to buy his best spectacles ; to all of which 
Eppy would reply, * Gi' w4 wi' ye ! I am nane of thae 
that thinks a mdn perfect salvation,' and then laugh 
so heartily that Rab knew he might repeat the joke 
next time he came his rounds: which of course he 
never failed to do. 

Miss Esslemont hoped it might be Rab. True 
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her superstition never to look at things that be- 
Dnged to another person, lest she might cast an evil 
pell or influence among them, she never inspected 
lab's pack, but she would always hear from Eppy 
rhat was in it, and then, through Eppy, make some 
ttle purchases. But, no, this stranger was not Rab, 
3r the maid was now vehement in assuring him (who- 
ver he might be) that the minister was from home. 
Then Clementina got uneasy, for the neighbourhood 
)f a great city like Easterhaven gained for Lumgair 
lumerous visits of tramps and impostors. 

Being a woman naturally born to fears, the first 
hing that Miss Esslemont did was to shut the win- 
low, and the next was to go into the passage, and 
all, * Eppy ! Eppy ! send him away.' 

Too plainly the stranger was of the male sort, 
tid had a gruff, husky voice, as of a person not quite 
>ber. 

* Ye may say that, mem, but ye will hae to sort 
^e gaberlunzie yoursel. He says he maun see the 
minister, and I'm telling him the minister is away to 
idinbro'.' 

* Ask him what he wants.' 

VOL. II. N 
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* I hae speered that o' him ; but tho' he's a vaga- 
bond-lookii^ chield I'm thinking he's a kind o' simple; 
or eke he's been tasting ; but he'll no' gang a foot for 
me.' 

What was more, a heavy, uncertain tread pn the 
gravel showed that the tramp in question had fol- 
lowed the maid up to the very door of the Manse. In 
another moment the open doorway was filled by an 
apparition that might have easily scared a less 
nervous mistress, or a less respectable servant than 
the good Eppy. 

Forsaken misery was in this man's figure. Stupid 
with drinking spirits, all his joints worked out of 
place. He was in rags, and his trowsers were worn 
into fringes round the half-trodden-down heels of the 
boots, through which his stockingless feet were visible. 
The peak of his slouched cap was bent and broken; 
his shirt was wide and worn round the neck, where a 
coarse grey comforter was twisted ; a red jacket, that 
seemed to have been, at some time, part of an un- 
dress uniform, was stained and tattered ; while bis 
bloodshot eyes were red and glazed, as if he bad 
been looking into a furnace. 
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'What do you want from the minister?' asked 
lementina, advancing a few steps. Pity had gained 
le day over her terrors ; moreover, as the tramp had 
is back to the light, she saw nothing of him as yet 
ut the bowed and shabby outline of his figure. 

* If the minister of this place is Mr. Esslemont, I 
ive something to say to him/ was the reply, in 

hoarse voice. But the words had hardly passed 
le tramp's lips before Miss Esslemont gave a shrill 
:ream. 

* What did you .say ? ' she cried. * Speak ! ' And 

le lifted up both her hands, as if to keep off some 
irror ; while Eppy, aghast at this new exhibition of 
:rangeness in her poor mistress, pulled her by the 
drt of the dress. 

* Whist ! whist ! mem. I'll sort him. Come you 
en.' 

* I must see the minister, if he is Mr. Esslemont, 
s I am told he is,' reiterated the tramp, also in his 
urn, advancing a couple of steps. 

Miss Clemmy, now catching sight of his face, ran 
orward, and threw herself on his neck. 

* Alaistair ! Alaistair ! ' she cried. * Oh ! my poor 

N2 
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one ! ' And then, fainting, she fell across the open 
door of the parlour. 

'In the Lord's name, man, who are ye?' de- 
manded Eppy, as, stooping over her prostrate mis- 
tress, she turned her eyes now on her and now on 
the ragged tramp who was leaning up against the 
wall. 

' Is that Clementina Esslemont ? ' he asked at last 

' It's Miss Esslemont. Run you to the white 
house yonder, and send Mrs. Baxter to me.' 

But to run was not in the tramp's power, and 
this Eppy soon perceived. His gait was too un- 
steady, and his wits too absent, to carry any message, 
even as far as to the nearest of the cottages in the 
Fore Doors, or lane leading from the village street 
to the Manse. 

Luckily Miss Esslemont now opened her eyes. 

* Keep him ! keep Alaistair ! ' she moaned feebly- 

' Bide, I tell ye,' said Eppy authoritatively to tb^ 
tramp, at the same time that she eyed him, and b^^ 
soiled garments, with a mixture of contempt aH^ 
disgust ; and then, with a wave of her hand, sb^ 
pointed to the little bench under the rowan-tree, tb^^ 
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erved as the resting-place of every waif and stray 
vho came to the Manse, whether on a good errand 
)r on a bad one. 

Miss Esslemont's state puzzled her servant com- 
Jetely. The tramp being no longer in her sight, she 
eemed to have lost the clue to the emotion, or terror, 
vhich, five minutes before, had been strong enough 
;o deprive her of consciousness. She put up her 
land to her head, and said that she felt very 
sick. 

' Come away to your bed, and I will gie you a 

cup of carvey-tea,' cried Eppy, only too thankful 

to have a sort of permission to put one at least of 

her troublesome charges into a safe place. ' Come 

iway, mem.' But as she moved towards the staircase 

ler mind was distracted with fears lest the tramp 

»hould make an attack on the contents of the 

Jround-floor rooms. ' My pity! it will be God's mercy 

if he does not get off with the spoons/ she ejaculated. 

*I cannot put up with more of these ongoings. 

They put a body past their judgment, and, as sure 

^ ever I have her safe in her bed, I will have Mrs. 

Miller's advice.' 
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Eppy acted on this decision. 

No sooner was Miss Esslemont disposed of, than 
the. locked all the doors, and, with the keys safe in 
her pocket, she went out to cross-examine the tramp. 
He refused to answer any questions, and as he sat 
making scrawls on the gravel with his stick, Eppy 
thought that she saw tears on his face. From this 
she concluded — not erroneously — ^that he might pos- 
sibly be sorrowful, and that most certainly he was 
not sober. 

As she went down the lane by the Fore Doors 
she ran against Marion Ford. 

'Your legs are younger than mine, Miss Ford,' 
she said ; ' you will step to the Doctor's house, and 
ask if the Captain will speak a word here.* 

'What is the matter? Nothing wrong with the 
minister, I hope } ' 

' He's in Edinbro', honest m^n, but what is wrang 
wi' Miss Clementina passes my knowledge.' 

' Is Miss Esslemont ill ? ' 

' She's to her bed now. But come you here, Miss 
Ford. If you can redd up this house for me, its 
myself will be obliged to you.' 
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With these words Eppy led the way back to 
the Manse^ unlocked the front door, and showed 
Marion into the parlour. 

*Who is that?' Marion asked, now for the first 
time noticing the tramp under the rowan-tree. 

* That's what I cannot tell ; but I'm thinking we 
must have the Captain up here to speer it o' him.' 
And then Eppy, in a whisper, and with many am- 
plifications, proceeded to narrate the arrival of the 
stranger, his demand to see the minister, and his 
apparent recognition by Miss Esslemont. ' She gied 
sic an awfu' like skraik, as if she had met the Little- 
gude himself! and syne she fa's on his neck, and 
" Alaistair ! Alaistair ! " cries she.' 

' I am sure that the best thing to be done is to 
get Captain Miller, if he is at home ; but I am half- 
afraid he is not. Mrs. Miller is out. As for Miss 
Esslemont, one would require to be sure that she is 
not making some strange mistake.' 

*She was just something forbye ordinar' in 
contrariness before the minister went away. But 
what gared her faint } ' 

* Shall I go up and see her, Eppy ? ' 
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' I'll be muckle obleeged. It is a kind of strange 
being left wi' her. This fasherie is waur nor her 
tantrums.* 

When Marion went upstairs and entered Miss 
Esslemont's room, she sat down by the bed, and 
said, ' I am sorry to hear that you are not well 
to-day. I am afraid you have been out in the sun, 
and have got a headache.' 

Miss Esslemont, instead of half-averting her face, 
or showing any of the signs of restless, suspicious 
timidity which generally marked her intercourse with 
strangers, sat up in bed, and, looking Marion full in 
the face, said, ' You are Marion Ford } * 

' I am Marion ; and hearing you were ill, I came, 
as you are alone just now, to ask if I can be of any 
use to you.* 

' Would you take a message to a friend of 
mine ? ' 

' Certainly, if you will tell me to whom I am to 
take it* 

' It is to Captain Alaistair Mackenzie, to whom I 
am engaged to be married/ 

' Now,* thought Marion to herself, ' here is the weak 
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lace in this poor woman's brain. We have always 
eard it said in the parish that Miss Esslemont was 
razy, but the minister keeps his secret so well that no 
ne has ever known more about her madness than 
iiat she will not write her name. Is the man down 
tairs known to her } is he really Captain Mackenzie } 
r is it her way to fancy herself engaged to be mar- 
led, and that any man she meets is the Captain* 
Uaistair Mackenzie of her crazy fancies }] 

It was very puzzling to know how to answer the 
cor lady, who, in the meantime, looked imploringly 
I Marion's face. 

' Did you not know that I am engaged to him ? ' 
:ie asked. 

' I had not heard it.' 

' I have not seen him for twenty years, and you 
ever heard about him because my father did not 
ke him, and sent him away. He went to India^ 
Ut he came here to-day to see me. I don't know 
'here he came from, and now I don't know where he 
» gone. Can you find him for me ? ' 

' I will do my best,' was the reply ; but * decidedly,' 
thought Marion to herself, ' if this happens every tim.e 
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that Miss Clemmy sees a stranger the poor minister 
must have his hands full. In the meantime we must 
do our best to pacify her. I can tell her that Hugh 
and Captain Miller will look out for her friend, and 
let her know where he is living; and really, if she 
IS not better to-morrow, Eppy must send for Mr. 
Esslemont No one else can manage her.' 

While these thoughts passed through her mind, 
Marion held the poor lady's hand. It was very cold, 
and it trembled. 

* Where do think he has gone ? ' she asked again* 
with a face of piteous entreaty. 

'Explain to me where you last saw your a^^ 
friend/ asked Marion, doubly perplexed by noticioS 
that Miss Esslemonf s manner was certainly not ma^^ 
unlike other people's than in general; on the ca^ 
trary, her expression was more trustful, and Ix^ 
glance less unsteady. 

' I saw him at the front door, but I do not kno^ 
how he got here, or why he went away. I cann^^ 
understand it.' And now Miss Esslemont turn^ 
very pale, and sank back on her pillow. 

*Do you know that your hands are very cold - 
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Marion. ' I will tell Eppy to get you some tea.*. 

having said this Marion went down stairs. She 

Eppy to her mistress, then passed out to the 

of the house, and sat down on the bench beside 

agged stranger. 



CHAPTER XII. 



ALAISTAIR MACKENZIE. 



' Musing full sadly in his sullein mind : 
His griesly locks long growen and unbound. 
Disordered hong about his shoulders round. 
And hid his face, through which his hollow 6)116 
Looked deadly dull, and stared as astound . . . 
His garment nought but many ragged clouts.' 

Faerie Queen, Book I. 9. 
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The wanderer turned his bloodshot eyes on her, and 
then said, in a sulky tone, ' I don't know you.' 

' No,' replied Marion ; ' but, as Miss Esslemont is 
ill, you must let me know what it is that you want 
from the minister.' 

The man again began to make holes in the gravel 
with his stick, and then said, in the same sullen tone, 
' I am just out of the Infirmary at Easterhaven. A 
man in the next bed to me told me that Mr. Essle- 
mont lived here. Is this the Manse of Lumgair ? ' 

' It is — the man who told you so is a servant in 

this house, sent to the Infirmary because of a poisoned 

hand.' 

' I must see Mr. Esslemont' 

* He is in Edinburgh ; but, if you will give me 

your name and address, a letter will be written to 

him at once.' 
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There was another pause, only broken when 
Marion asked directly, ' What is your name ? ' 

* Alaistair Mackenzie.' 

Marion started. 'And what is your address? 
Where are you stopping } ' she added, varying the 
form of her question, as she saw that the answer was 
being delayed. 

* I have no address. I am a gentleman, but I 

m 

am in distress. I want a night's lodging, for I 
am ill.' 

What was to be said } This man gave as his 
name that of the person with whom Miss Clemmy, 
rightly or wrongly, identified him. Were there, per- 
haps, two Alaistair Mackenzies ? Marion knew enough 
of the Highlands to know that there might easily be 
found twenty persons bearing the same name, but 
Miss Esslemont was surely mistaken in identifying 
this one with the friend and lover of her youth. But 
what in the meantime was to be said or done for him 
in his ragged, homeless state ? 

' I am very sorry for you if you have known better 
days,' she began ; * still, in the minister's absence you 
cannot stay here. His sister is ill.' 
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* Is she ? * was the only reply made by the wan- 
srer. He said it in a dreary tone, and with a voice 
lat did not tell so much of any feeling as of a dull 
ispair. 

* You cannot remain at the Manse. Will you go 
nd see Captain Miller ? He is an officer, who has 
een in India, but he is at home just now, and living 
ith his father, old Dr. Miller, in that slated house at 
le lower end of the village street. Could you find 
our way there ? I think you must try, for it is get- 
ng late, and, as I told you. Miss Esslemont is ill.' 

' Is she ? ' said the man, without, however, showing 
ny signs of rising from the bench, or of going to find 
)r. Miller's house and son. The human clay in him 
ras so sodden with alcohol that it was not only very 
3ul and miry clay indeed, but his brain seemed un- 
qual to making more than an occasional and in- 
onsequent effort. 

' Do you not wish to have something to eat ? ' 
Lsked Marion. Her companion answered curtly ' No,' 
ind she returned to the house to consult again with 
ippy. 

The hour was already late, and the man^ whoe^e.^ 

VOL. II. O 
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he might prove to be, was homeless, and, as far as 
Marion could judge, very ill. 

' One can hear every breath he draws ten yards 
off,' she said. * He gives his name as that of the person 
about whom Miss Esslemont talks, but I do not think 
that he ought to meet her without her brother's per- 
mission. He says that he is a gentleman ; and, truth 
to say, in spite of his rags, he seems to be, or to have 
been one.' 

' Wae's me that his mother's son should be sitting 
there, and in sic like straits this day ! ' 

* It is a bad business, whatever it is. I must get 
my brother, and he must settle, with Captain Miller, 
what can be done with him for the night. In the 
morning he may be able to give a more clear account 
of himself. If you don't like being left alone in the 
house with Miss Esslemont, I will sleep here.' 

* I would take it kindly, for we will hae an un- 
c6mmon time oi^ ^^ ^''^^ her. When once a thing is 
fast in that head of hers it's a serious job. She is ill 
to guide at all times.' 

Marion carried out her plan. The first person 
whom she met, as she turned out of the Manse gate. 
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was Walter Miller, who had just been informed by Mrs. 
Baxter that Eppy was in trouble, and wanted his help. 
To him she gave an account of their dilemma, and 
then went in search of her brother, since Captain Miller 
at once advised that the stranger should be housed 
by Hugh, in one of the many spare attics of Nether- 
byres, there being no room available in the Doctor's 
house for the purpose. 

Thither accordingly the wanderer was led by the 
two men, who confessed themselves unable to extract 
anything from him, except that he was newly out of 
the Infirmary, was a gentleman, and expected the 
minister of Lumgair to assist him. 

After a prolonged consultation at the farm, Ma- 
rion returned to the Manse, where Miss Esslemont's 
state remained much as when she saw her last. She 
begged to have her door left open, because, as she 
said, * if anyone passed she should know the step ; * 
but the night-hours brought no steps, and no events. 

To Marion they brought no sleep. She was not 
only anxious and perplexed on Miss Clemmy's ac- 
count, but the hours spent in the minister's empty 
rcom filled her with many emotions. 

o 2 
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She was beginning to understand much of what 

she had never even guessed before of George Essle- 

mont's trials, and of the narrow, difficult life he 

carried out with energy and untiring devotion. She 

got up and looked at his books, and when she sat 

down again she covered her face with her hands and 

sobbed. It was one of those sudden, causeless passions 

of tears to which she had been subject of late : one of 

the birth- throes through which Love is born. The 

only regrettable thing is that at that moment Mr. 

Esslemont could not have seen her, seated in his big, 

dark chair, and with her forehead leaning against the 

foot of his bed, and the tears running over her soft 

face, while she sorrowed for his sorrows, and listened 

with a watchful ear lest his sister stirred or moaned 

in her sleep. 

Marion, with her Celtic love of presentiments and 
her sense of the romantic fitness of things, tried during 
that night-watch to convince herself that the stranger 
could be no other than Miss Esslemont's lover, and 
she was therefore prepared for the intelligence which 
Hugh gave her next morning. It was conclusive 
enough, if far from cheering. 
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' He IS very ill, is he not ? ' 

' He is indeed/ answered Walter, * and in high 
fever; and the wandering about in the bitter, east wind 
of yesterday has brought back the inflammation of the 
lungs for which he was in hospital. He is beginning 
to ramble in his talk now, but last night when I first 
got him to bed, he was clear enough. It is plain that 
he has been what is called " an officer and a gentle- 
man." I don't know his family, but the 117th was 
quartered at Lahore when I was there, and he has 
. answered quite correctly the questions I put to him 
about its commanding officer, and the cantonments 
which the infantry occupied there.* 

' He is really Captain Mackenzie, then?* 

'That I can't undertake to answer for; but, if you 

will allow me, I will tell you all I have picked up from 

him. You will keep it to yourself, or tell Miss Essle- 

mont, as you think best* 

* I dare not name it to her till the minister comes 
home.* 

' So be it He told us that his name was Alaistair 

Mackenzie, of Balintraid, in Ross-shire ; that he had 

been an officer in the 117th Regiment; that when 
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quartered at Fort George he had known the Essle- 
monts ; that the regiment had gone to India, and that 
its move had prevented the marriage which he hoped 
to make. He served for ten years in India, having 
exchanged from the 117th into the Bengal Cavalry. 
He had no pension, and by the purchase of steps, by 
debts, and one trouble after another, and by play, he 
lost his all — "and himself," he added pathetically. 
All his later attempts in America to better his cir- 
. cumstances turned out sad mistakes, and he returned 
to Britain. 

In London, when his last shilling was spent, he 
had had recourse to the workhouse. But he was 
delicate, had an attack of cholera, could not work, 
and so got a certificate from a doctor that he was 
unfit for labour. The labour-master nevertheless 
charged him, before the magistrate, with refusing to 
perform his task of breaking seven bushels of stones. 
His hands were bleeding by the time that he did 
a bushel and a half, and he certainly had not then 
attempted to do the rest. The magistrate had not 
sent him to prison. One or two persons had been 
kind, and he had managed to get a steerage passage 
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from London to Easterhaven. There, being again 
penniless and starving, he had gone into the In- 
firmary for a few days. He was discharged as 
soon as the attack on his chest was cured ; but in 
the meantime he had learned while there, from a 
man in the next bed to him, the name of Mr. 
Esslemont Further inquiry proved that Mr. Essle- 
mont's Manse was within a few miles of Easter- 
haven, and he had therefore walked, or rather crawled, 
to the door of the only person with whose name he 
was acquainted, and to whom he could make known 
his tale of utter and homeless distress. 

* Poor fellow ! ' said Hugh, * I think he is about as 
ill as he can be, and I doubt if he will trouble anyone 
long.' 

* You think him very ill } * said Marion. 

' Indeed I do ; and I am glad I telegraphed at 
once for Mr. Esslemont. No one can take the re- 
sponsibility of acting for him.' 

' There is nothing else to be done,' said Hugh, 
who, with his hands in his pocket, was taking rather 
an unfavourable view of the prospect of a fatal illness 
in the house. 
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' Your sister is the kindest girl I ever saw/ sai3- 
Captain Miller, after Marion had left them to retnrf^ 
to the Manse, where at intervals through that da] 
and evening Clemmy spoke a great deal of the past: 
How much of what she said was real or imaginai 
Marion had no means of guessing ; what is certain is^^ 
that as the minister of Lumgair made his hurried^s= 
anxious journey home, the woman whom he loved^ 
was hourly learning to love and to admire him - 
more. 

They met in the garden at Netherbyres, the - 
minister being then on his way to the sick-bed of^' 
the wanderer who had come to claim his care. 

' I find him taken out of my care, and under yours,' 
he said to Marion ; * and how can I thank you enough 
for all you have done for my sister ? I know from 
Eppy that you have spent two nights in my house/ 

Marion, colouring, answered gently, *I hope 
there is yet a great deal fur Hughie and me to do 
for you/ 

' You will let me see you again ? ' he asked. 

' You will find me in the garden, unless my father 
calls for me,' she replied ; and then the minister 
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mounted to the attic, and there found the young 
Indian officer installed as nurse, beside a delirious 
and fast-dying man. 

' You are invaluable,' said the minister to Walter 
Miller ; and so in truth he was, for, in spite of Ma- 
rion's best efforts to keep them ignorant of much that 
passed, Kenneth Ford had become both sulky and 
frightened at the presence of sickness in his house ; 
while young Mrs. Ford was frightened by the moan- 
ings and delirium of a creature who seemed to be 
suffering all that mind and body can endure. 



CHAPTER XIII. 



BRINGING THE OUTCAST HOME. 



* Rabbi Meir called upon him. " Oh ! return, return unto thy 
God," entreated the Rabbi. 

* ** What !" exclaimed Elisha. ** Return ? Could He receive my 
penitence : the penitence of one who has so rebelled against Him ?" 

•**Is it not wxitten," said the Rabbi, ^* Tkou turnest mm to con- 
trition ? No matter how the soul of man may be crushed, he can still 
turn to his God. " ' — Rabbinical Tale from the * Mishna. ' 
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' There is only one thing certain,' said Hugh to his 
father, ' and that is, it can't last long. There has 
been recent inflammation of the lungs, and there is 
dropsy now.' 

* From many attacks of pericarditis,' added Walter 
Miller. 

* Hoot ! Paraphrases^ did ye say } It'll be a new 
name for deeth,' grunted the farmer ; ' that's the only 
kind of phrase I see aboot it ; forbye those that the 
doctor makes for no being able to cure a body. He 
is but brittle bail at the best o' times, and he does 
not cure mCy I can tell you.' 

Walter could hardly help smiling, but his smile 
died away when he noticed from the window Mr. 
Esslemont in earnest consultation with Marion and 
Mrs. Ford. Marion was speaking ; and the mvtvv?»t<^t^ 
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looking at her, had his eyes full of tears. He was 
bareheaded, and very pale. 

* Surely we ought to tell her ; she ought to see 
him at any time that his mind is clear.' 

' I believe you are right. But how will she bear 
it?' 

' Better than she will the psun of disappointment 
You know ' — and here Marion looked timidly in his 
face, and then coloured — * you know that I did not 
see her much before this happened, but I do think 
it has made her less strange, instead of more so. 
At least, she is less strange with me.' 

* God bless you : and God grant that it be so. 
I will go and bring her. May I ask you to be with 
her } She ought to have a woman with her. Per- 
haps all along, if she had had that, it might ' 

And the minister finished his sentence to himself, as 
he walked away to break the news to his sister that 
Alaistair Mackenzie was found. 

He told her that, at her particular request, a search 
had been made for Captain Mackenzie, and Clementina 
received this intelligence without surprise. 

* He was known to be in the neighbourhood.* 
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* Ah ! yes, waiting for me. My poor dear ! ' And 
she shook her head. 

* But it is now you who must go to him. He is 
paying a visit to Hugh Ford, who has found him for 
you ; but he is very ill.' 

* Ah ! I was sure he must have been ill ; but I will 
go to him now.* And Miss Esslemont dressed herself 
as if for church, and drew on a new pair of gloves ; 
and then, taking her brother's arm, she walked up 
to Netherbyres. 

At the foot of the stairs Marion met her. 

It was a terribly haggard face that lay on the 
pillow in that little attic room ; but at the sight of it 
Clemmy did not start, she only turned pale, as if 
jarred by a shock. Yet it was strange to see the 
timid grace, as well as the tenderness, with which 
Miss Esslemont gave her hand to her wanderer. * I 
knew you quite well,' she said gently. * I knew you 
at once. I suppose you went away because you did 
not find my brother, as you expected : and you knew 
it made my father angry when we met alone V 

Tears rolled over Alaistair Mackenzie's face, 
though, he did not utter one syllable. It had been 
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difficult to explsun to him what was Miss Elsslemonf s 
present state, though Walter Miller had, on his part, 
done his best to prepare the dying man for this 
interview. 

Clementina, when the first timidity was over, 
sat down in the chair which her brother placed for 
her; and there was a silence in the room, only 
broken by a convulsive, groaning sob from Alaistair. 

* My poor one ! ' said Clementina, ^you should not 
weep. You have been long away, but ' 

' Long away ! Oh ! my God ! ' And Alaistair 
tossed himself across the bed, and hid his face near 
the place where Clementina's thin hand rested. 

* You are very ill ! * she said, softly. 
Mr. Esslemont replaced the pillow. 

' I have no right to complain. I have walked in 
crooked paths since I was a lad. I have lost myself. 
God be merciful to me!* he added, with a groan, 
looking piteously in Mr. Esslemont's eyes. 

' God be merciful unto you, and bless you,* was 
the minister's reply. 

Alaistair burst into tears. *Can He bless me?' 
he cried ; and the man seemed overwhelmed under 
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the just burden of his guilt, and devoured by the 
just fires of his remorse. 

To Mr. Esslemont's astonishment Clementina 
rose up and said, *We love you, and we are not 
better than God. He is the best' And then the 
minister passed out of the room, and left the human 
Love to interpret the Divine. 

What passed between them on that, and on the 
four following days, no one ever knew, or what 
revelations they may have made to each other of 
the long night of their sad and divided lives. Clem- 
entina's, which had been as a nightmare-haunted 
sleep, had possibly left few, if any, traces upon her 
memory; and Alaistair, in the last stages of weak- 
ness, could not have told her much of his past. 
But he who had come to Lumgair, brutalised by 
w^nt and vice, had, among the cleansing fires of 
repentance, now wakened from his almost animal-like 
want of moral sense. In these hours of agony and 
danger the dark past had become, as it were, in- 
carnate, and his wretched self^ as in the likeness of 
a man whom he had ruined and murdered, con- 
fronted him, and pursued him. 

YOL. n, p 
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'Is he dying a pardoned Christian man, sir?' 
asked Robby Tosh, who, on his reappearance at th^ 
Manse, was amazed to find that he had been th^ 
means of sending to Lumgair so strange a visitofT^ 
' I mind on the poor chap. He was in the neist bec^ 
to myser, and a dour chap he was, and full o' pride^^ 
wi* all his rags. He never telt me his name, noc — 
more than that he was a sodger, and going tc^ 
Aberdeen, and the North. When I said I was the 
minister's man at Lumgair, he asked your name, and 
I had no need to be ashamed o' thdt. But he never 
let on a word. Is he a pardoned man, do ye think, 
sir } There were all kind o' beesties, ye ken, in the 
veesion o' Peter,' added Robby apologetically. 

' He is truly repentant, Robby, and meekly accepts, 
along with the blessing of God's pardon, the punish- 
ments of ruin and early death which he has brought 
upon himself When men have rejected the 
Divine which condescends to "dwell among us," 
they straightway go into bondage under another 
master.' 

*Aye, and what does he gie them .^ Nae privi- 
lege o' honour, or long life, or wiselike hewing out 
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o' the image o' holiness in their souls, but plenty of 
hard bondage.' 

*And the end of the thing is death. But God 
be praised that, under His mercy, this poor man has 
both found and brought a blessing among us.' 

Mr. Esslemont was right. The prophecy of the 
great Edinburgh physician about Miss Esslemont 
had come true. From the stir of some lost pulse of 
feeling she had recovered, if not her mental capacity, 
at least her sanity. The terrible circle of insane 
fancies and egoisms inside of which she had lived 
for so long, seemed to be broken. 

After her first interview with Alaistair Mackenzie 
she fainted, and then lay for half an hour quite passive. 
Marion hung over her, while her brother held her 
hand, and watched the tears that rolled slowly over 
her wan face. His own looked to Marion extraor- 
dinarily pathetic ; and no wonder : for the mingled 
emotions of the day were almost beyond his en- 
durance. He had trembled for his sister, agonised 
in prayer for the soiled and cinful soul of the 
outcast, and was all the time aware of the supre- 
macy which Marion held over his own spirit, 

p 2 
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Nothing but the solemn preoccupations of these 
hours, and the constant presence of others, prevented 
him from telling her with what an absorbing passion 
he loved her. And, if she appeared charming to him 
at all times, what was she now, with her courage, 
her soft pathos, and with the divine rays of sympathy 
and holiness lighting up her face? Once, indeed, 
their eyes met, and she saw that his were suffused 
with tears. Being the last person in the world to 
suppose herself adored, Marion misread their cause, 
and attributed them only to the sad scenes enacted 
in the little, upper chamber ; but Walter Miller, who 
was present, also saw that glance, and he put his 
own constr^iction on the emotion of the minister 
of Lumgair. 

Though the present circumstances were such as to 
try a woman more experienced, and a nerve more firm 
than that of this gentle and beautiful girl, she was 
always present, and always quiet, while her vigilant 
tenderness kept others calm. What of power as 
well as of beauty, of courage, as well as of purity and 
goodness, lay under that quiet exterior, and in the 
depths of those sweet eyes, only Mr. Esslemont had 
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ever guessed before. Even now he marvelled at her, 
as men wonder at that Oriental gem which carries a 
star formed in its heart. Beautiful already by its 
colour, we hold it as priceless because of this secret 
of perfect symmetry underlying its pure and crystal- 
line blue. 

Clementina, through all the next day and the 
next, watched by the dying Alaistair. Her hand 
wiped the damp from his forehead, and her hand 
gave him the food which Marion prepared ; while 
at intervals her voice might be heard reading to him 
alternately the Psalms of penitence, and the Evangels 
of life and hope. Mr. Esslemont watched his sister 
with amazement. She was perfectly gentle, reason- 
able, and obedient ; she carried out any order with scru- 
pulous attention, and seemed to have no other strength 
but that of her affections, and of those religious conso- 
lations with which she sought to inspire Alaistair. 

On the afternoon of the sixth day after Clemen- 
tina had been brought to the farm, the faces of 
Alaistair's watchers told plainly that he was de- 
parting. 

In the room were only Mr. Esslemont, Marion, 
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and Clementina, Walter had just left them, after 
giving the dying man some wine, which Alaistair had 
done little more than touch with his lips. Then 
Walter, either ignorant of Clementina's resolution 
never to touch wine, or else forgetful of it, said 
to her, 'Miss Esslemont, you ought to take what 
remains of that wine. You went as white as th^ 
pillow just now.' 

To Mr. Esslemont's amazement Clementina tool^ 
the glass in her hand, and after saying, ' Thank yoCi ^ 
you are very mindful of everyone,' she handed it 
back empty to Walter Miller, who then went 
out. 

Perhaps thanks to the wine, Clementina's strength 
lasted through all the afternoon, though she spent it 
mainly on her knees beside the bed. Opposite her, 
on its other side, was Marion. 

Alaistair moaned feebly, and Mr. Esslemont 
passed his arm under the dying head, so as to sup- 
port it against his own shoulder. He whispered to 
Alaistair, *I know that my Redeemer Hveth;' and 
Clementina, hearing the words, clasped her hands in 
a sort of ecstasy. 
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' Ah ! dear one ! ' she cried, * believe, and see how 
good God is, for His compassions fail not/ 

Marion with tearful eyes looked from the one to 
the other — from the eloquent, loving face of the fragile, 
white-haired woman to the filmy eyes of her wanderer. 

* Ah, Clemmy ! ' she said, * I fear he cannot hear 
you now.' 

Clementina started, and looked at Marion wildly; 
then, as if recollecting herself, she asked her brother 
for a pencil, and wrote on a slip of paper left lying by 
the Doctor, a few unsteady words. They were this 
sentence : * God is Love' ; and they were the first words 
that her hand had traced since the day when, at her 
father's command, she had signed that withdrawal of 
her trothplight. Folding the slip of paper length- 
ways, she laid it in one of the clammy hands, of which 
the fingers were already beginning to close over 
the thumb, and then after holding it for a moment in 
silence she turned to her brother, and said, 'When 

he wakes up and reads it, he will understand it, will 

* 

he not } ' 

Marion alone had voice enough through her tears 
to answer * Yes.' 
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Clementina, still on her knees, remained like one 
in a trance. 

A few minutes later the gentle pressure of her 
brother's hand obliged her to stoop her head till it 
touched the bedclothes. Marion's vigilant tenderness 
was then on the watch to obey some whispered order 
of his, and when Clementina was again allowed to 
raise her eyes, the sheet had been drawn over a dea<^ 
man's face. 

Miss Esslemont tottered to her feet, and fell int^ 
her brother's arms, who led her softly home. 

Two days later Marion and Annie Ford wenC^ 
down to the Manse to inquire for her. 

'This is an altered hoose, and ye will ken aa 
awfOl like odds on her, puir body!' said Robby, who 
met them at the door. * She's that quiet and wise- 
like it canna last long. These are among the maist 
wonderfu' works o' God,' he added reverently. 

At that moment Mr. Esslemont joined them. 
Clementina, he said, would see them, but not to-day 
— not till after the funeral. ' How can I thank you 
enough,* he said to Marion, ' for all that you have 
done for her ? ' 
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' Oh ! it was nothing/ replied the girl, averting 
her eyes. ' I would do as much for anybody that I 
could help/ The words sounded chilling, though they 
were not intended to be so by the speaker, whose 
heart was very full. 

• You have done a great deal, and a great blessing 
has followed, and will* still follow on your influence.* 

' Oh, no ; it was nothing, I assure you ; but I 
should always like to help ' — you^ Marion was going to 
have said, but she discreetly altered it to — ' hery if I 
knew how.* 

' Some day you must let me tell you.* 

' Surely : if only I can understand.' And Marion's 
eyes looked dreamy, for her thoughts were wandering 
back through the long years of Miss Esslemont's in- 
sanity, and of her brother's trial. 

' Understand ! ' he cried. ' Surely, dear Marion, 
between people who have known each other so long, 
and where, besides a long friendship, there is perfect 
trust, there can be no misunderstandings. Can there 
be need even for many words ? ' He noticed that on 
hearing her own name, Marion had taken two steps 
forward, so as to conceal her face from him^ but not in 
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time to prevent his seeing a curious flash pass across 
iL The great, brown cy^s had opened as if with sur- 
prise. He added, in a lower voice, * There is so much 
that you do not, and that you cannot know ; will you 
give me leave to tell it to you ? ' 

Marion turned half-round towards him, yet he had 
difficulty in catching her whispered * Surely/ 

Her voice was very low, and he was startled to 
see the expression of deep pain that she wore, 
as she walked slowly down the garden-path after 
Mrs. Ford. 

Had she understood him } No, surely not. Had 
he been, on the other hand, too hasty ? It was the 
very thing he had promised himself not to be — not to 
hurry her, or frighten her, and so drive out of her 
heart the rising love which he believed existed there 
for him. It is the light and heat of the day that 
daily devour the dewy tears and all the fragrance of 
the dawn. 

Marion did not speak to her sister-in-law all the 
way home. Was she a fool to suppose herself be- 
loved, and had Mr. Esslemont perhaps nothing to tell 
her except the sad details of the tragedy of Clemen- 
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na's love and madness ? Or did he love her ? And 
as this thing which had come to her, neither sym- 
athy nor friendship, but that Love of which Katie 
ad said that it was a 'terrible thing' — a thing 
^hich had once before brought her passing happiness, 
.nd pains hardly yet effaced ? 

When was she likely to meet Mr. Esslemont 
gain ? And what would he say or do next ? 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



WHAT HAPPENED NEXT. 



' He wanted a wife his braw house to keep; 
But favour wi* wooing is fashious to seek.' 

The Laird of Cockpen. 

* O, what a world of vile, ill -flavoured faults, 
Looks handsome on three hundred pounds a year ! ' 

0/<f Play. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

The illness and death of Alaistair Mackenzie natu- 
rally furnished a nine days' wonder for the parish of 
Lumgair, and no churchgoer failed on Sunday to in- 
spect the new-made grave which was the Wanderer's 
last resting-place. 

The Fords, who had enjoyed, thanks to this 
episode, a great amount of notoriety, felt as people 
do when a storm is over. The old farmer breathed 
freely, young Mrs. Ford slept tranquilly, Marion felt 
as if her occupation was gone, and Hugh commenced 
his preparations for turning the attics into work- 
rooms for himself. 

He had acquired a small fortune with his 
American wife, and had left her country with every 
intention of returning to it ; but he now saw that in 
his father's eyes this would be the greatest offence 
possible. To remove little Kenneth from NetherbYtes* 
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would be a crime never to be forgiven, so he 
began to turn his thoughts towards investments, 
and work in Easterhaven. 

His old friend Howden was dead, and his business 
sold ; but Easterhaven is a rich and progressive city, as 
well as a prosperous one, and there soon appeared to 
be an embarrassing variety of partnerships and invest- 
ments among which to choose. In the meantime, as 
nothing was fixed upon, and as the house term of 
Whitsuntide was close at hand, it was decided that 
he and his family should remain at Netherbyres. 

Kenneth Ford was convinced that his grandson 
would turn out a wonder — if brought up on oatmeal 
porridge. 

*We will hae nane o' the new-fangled English 
ways wi' Kenny,' he used to say, as he sat with his 
tasselled cap subject to the grasp of this five months 
old tyrant. * Odds ! mem, I mind when there was not 
one Carron grate, and not ten silver watches, or ten 
teakettles in the hail parish ; but plenty of parritch- 
bowls, and luggies, and horn spoons for supping the 
kail wi'.' 

Annie Ford was a pretty and amiable young 
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woman, and she gained the farmer's favour by assent- 
ing to all his theories, which she did not quite under- 
stand, while she wisely reserved the practice for future 
consideration. * She is real wiselike,' Kenneth Ford 
would say. * I was feared she would be unco' nash 
and delicate-like in her ways, but she's like the wifie 
in Allan Ramsay's sang, " she gaes as fait as a new 
preen," and is not one of thae weary women that take 
as muckle care o' themselves as if they were some- 
body else.' 

Out of respect to her, and for the love of little 
Kenneth, the farmer had actually consented to have 
the rooms in the upper part of the house put in order 
for her. Hugh was full of plans, and only Alaistair's 
illness had put a stop to his inspection of the pre- 
mises, for it was, indeed, a question how far the joists 
and beams of the old floors would stand his proposed 
alterations. 

On the day after the funeral Annie Ford asked 
Marion if she did not mean to go down to the Manse, 
and pay Miss Esslemont the visit which the minister 
had told them his sister would then be happy to 
receive. Marion hesitated. Her thoughts, all her 
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thouglits^ were at the Manse, but, if only for that very 
reason, she felt as if it would be impossible to put 
herself in Mr. Esslemont's way. The next move 
must come from hinL Perhaps when it came it would 
help her to understand how matters stood between 
them. *I think it would be better to wait till to- 
morrow,' she said at last ; ' the poor thing slept very 
little last night, I dare say. Had we not better leave 
her quiet for another day } ' she pleaded ; and then 
nothing more was said on the subject 

But that very afternoon, and at the hour when 
Annie and Marion had originally intended walking 
down to see Miss Esslemont, a thing happened 
which took Marion, at least, very much by surprise 
— Mr. Archibald Fyfe, widower, and distiller, and 
master of the great distillery which fills all the glen 
below the Chapel Heugh with its red roof and tall 
chimney, made her an offer of his hand. 

He was the richest man in the parish, and the 
ugliest. When Hugh and Marion were young and 
pert, they used to say that the roof of his head and 
that of his distillery matched each other, and Mr. 
Fyfe certainly had the biggest head, and the most 
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fiery crop of hair, that ever a Scotchman was afflicted 
with. He was altogether of a coarse type. He had 
a broad, flat nose, very pale eyes, ill set in a florid 
countenance ; he walked with a heavy step, ate largely, 
and was jocose over his toddy ; but he was wealthy, 
practical, and not ill-tempered. About six months 
before he had come to the conclusion that he had 
mourned long enough for his first wife, and not only, 
like the Laird ofCockpen, didhe now want somebody 
to sit at ' his table-head,' but he required some one to 
bring up his two little girls of three and four years 
old. He had first proposed to a Miss MacMurdo, in 
Perth, and had been rejected, and now his heart was 
caught in the rebound. Marion was to become Mrs. 
Fyfe, and for the following reasons. First, that, having 
been refused by Miss MacMurdo, he owed it to him- 
self to be accepted this time, which he reckoned on 
being, as Marion was his inferior in the social scale ; 
whereas Miss MacMurdo, as a General's daughter, had 
scorned both him and his distillery. Secondly, the 
return of Hugh, and the strange episode of Captain 
Mackenzie's death, had brought the family at Nether- 
byres, as it were, into fashion, and Mr. Fyfe for that 
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reason, had called there latterly once or twice ; had 
heard the old farmer's tale of his son's adventures 
and good fortune, and had taken a cheerful glass with 
Kenneth Ford, when that worthy suggested that * a 
dry tale wants wetting/ Thirdly, Mr. Fyfe had in 
these visits remarked, as young Mrs. Ford did, that 
Marion was very pretty. In fact, she had charmed 
him the last time that he saw her, for she was walking 
up and down among the apple-blossoms, with the 
child in her arms. A shawl thrown over her shoulders 
enveloped both her and her little nephew, and as she 
walked she sang to him : — 

* Dinna ask me gin I loe ye ? 

Deed I dama' tell. 
Dinna ask me gin I loe ye ? 

Ask it o' yersell. 
Oh ! dinna look so aft at me, 

For, oh ! ye weel might trow, 
That when ye look sae sair at me 

I dama' look at you.' 

Fourthly, Marion, happening to be in love with some 
one else, was, with her timid grace and gaiety, more 
attractive to men than she had ever seemed before, 
and the rich widower determined to make her his wife. 
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He set about the step in the most matter-of-fact 
way; and never was offer more unexpected made 
to a maiden more unwilling. He had made no 
preliminary efforts to please her, or to interest her in 
his children. Neither was he now a bashful suitor. 
No sensitive tenderness bewildered him, as when the 
true lover, at once proud and humble, shrinks, trem- 
bles, and hesitates long before venturing to incur a 
frown. Such a man will even mistake his lady's 
shyness, misread the pallor of her nervousness, and 
flee before a shadow on her face — one which, after all, 
is but a reflex of his own backwardness, or fears. 

But Mr. Fyfe had none of these troubles. He 
arrived on a Saturday afternoon, about 3 P.M. He 
drove up to the door in a brand-new waggonette, 
rang the door-bell, and asked for Miss Ford. He 
took off his hat, and he wiped his head, till his red 
hair stood up in a prodigious way about his temples. 
He sat down, and he said it was * very warm,* and 
then, after twirling his thumbs in every way for about 
ten minutes, he explained his errand. And Marion 
could not get rid of him. After she thought that she 
had made it plain to his understanding that she Kad xxa 
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intentions of becoming Mrs. Fyfe, he still seemed to 
consider that he had only to ask for a thing to get 
it, and he sat there, mopping his big, red face, till 
Marion, out of all patience, could have cried with 
vexation. 

At last, to her no small relief, Hugh sauntered into 
the room, and put an end to a conversation of which 
he soon guessed the import from his sister's face, if 
not from the manner of her visitor. Mr. Fyfe, to do 
him justice, was calm ; but as there was no chance of 
Hugh suggesting, as old Mr. Ford would have done, 
that this was ' a dreigh business,* and as such needed 
wetting, he departed. When he had shut the door 
upon himself Hugh said : 

* Upon my word, I had no idea this was going on, 
though I have seen him here once or twice.' 

* Going on ! What do you mean } ' 

* I had no idea Mr. Fyfe was after you.' 
' Nor I, I am sure.' 

* It will be a first-rate thing for you, and put every- 
thing on the square again. I say, May, you will be 
the richest woman in the country-side.' 

* By making spirits too ! You know how fond of 



What Happened Next. 23 r 

that work I am sure to be after what has just 
happened in this house/ 

'Nonsense; people can't all drink water, and what 
is more, they won't. So if he asks you to marry him 
I hope you will take him/ 

* But he has asked me to marry him, and I can't 
get him to believe that I won't take him.' 

* Why in the world don't you marry him } You 
are not in love with anyone else, are you } * 

Marion, with the charming disingenuousness of her 
sex, said * No,* and then walked to the window to 
hide, not only a blush, but a tear of something very 
like vexation. The addresses of Mr. Fyfe had jarred 
upon the girl. They brought into contrast the coarse 
dullness of the one nature with the tenderness, the 
self-abnegation, and the sweetness of the other : the 
total want of tact in the distiller, and the sympathy 
for her lightest word or wish that she found in Mr. 
Esslemont. 

The humblest woman wishes to be won, and not 
to be carried off as the captive of a savage triumph — 
and so Mr. Fyfe's suit offended Marion. Even had 
her heart not been preoccupied, the over-coufldetvt 
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distiller would have had no chance. Her nature was 
little, too little, affected by objective realities. She 
cared a great deal for her own self-respect, and not at 
all for conquests, and Mr. Fyfe's fortune tempted her 
just as little as his proposal flattered her. She was 
practical in matters of duty, but, for her own account, 
occupied herself rather with such unpractical abstrac- 
tions as goodness and honour. A blunt request, 
therefore, to convert herself, without further pre- 
amble, into Mrs. Fyfe, seemed to give her a moral 
and physical shock. 

Hugh, the dreamy boy of former days, could not 
now understand her. It was he who was practical 
enough to set before her the advantages of a rich 
marriage. 

* No, no,* she replied. 'And what a way of setting 
about it he had ! ' 

' Girls are so silly,' retorted Hugh, as if his own 
experiences at Netherbyres had all been discreetest 
and best. 

Marion coloured. * Don't let us say anything more 
about it. Above all don't tell my father. I will not 
keep Mr. Fyfe's " braw house ; *' and I don't want 
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the carriage that he says he has just set up. I 
have gone on foot all my life, except when father 
was able to keep his own gig : and I had rather go 
barefoot alone than shod with Mr. Fyfe.' 

* You will be sorry for it.* 

* Not a bit of it, Hughie. What I am sorry for 
are the two little girls—but I will be bound Mr. Fyfe 
will get them a stepmother before long.' 

' I am glad no one hears you but me, Marion, for 
I don't know the fellow that would not have his 
bristles put up by the way you are talking. What 
can a man do more than ask a woman } And what 
would you have } * 

Marion knew very well what she would have had ; 
but after saying that she hoped Hugh would not 
mention the thing to their father she left the room. 

She was soon to have good cause to regret both 
Mr. Fyfe's visit and Hugh's knowledge of its object. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



ALARMED. 



' Kclurn thee hamewarts, hairt agane. 
And byde quhair thou was wont to be ; 

Thou art ane fule to suffer pane 
For luvc o* her that luvcs not thee.' 

Quod Alexander Scott, 1567. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

There is always a bird of the air to carry the 
matter, and the bird on this occasion was Hugh 
Ford. He naturally told his wife all about Mr. Fyfe, 
which did neither good nor harm, as far as it went ; 
but he also imparted it to old Mrs. Miller, to whom 
gossip was dear. Mrs. Miller tasted this piece with all 
her mind. During her son's attendance on Alaistair 
Mackenzie she had been convinced that he was also 
paying attentions to Marion Ford ; and as she lived 
in terror of Walter presenting her with a poor and 
insignificant daughter-in-law, she immediately sided 
with the distiller. 

' Set her up ! ' she cried. * Not have Archie Fj'fe! 
Set her up ! My word, somebody has been blow- 
ing in her lug, or else she is sair left to herself. 
But she will be sorry for it yet It is not every girl 
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that has such a prospect before her, and those that 
cut off their nose to spite their own face are sure 
to find their mouth full of blood/ 

* Perhaps it is not too late yet,' suggested Hugh. 
* Money is very scarce at Netherbyres, and this is a 
first-rate offer.' 

* I'm willing to try ; but it will be a slimmer 
affair. Men are curious creatures : they are curious 
creatures ! Some are off at the first word of a 
slight, let alone a denial ; and some think all the 
more of a lass for putting herself on a high shelf. 
It is true that " nineteeii nay-says are half a granty 
as the proverb tells ; and a man that is genty and 
canty just gives a woman time to come round. 
I am afraid that Archie Fyfe has a fine bit of a 
temper though. His first wife, poor Jessie Laing, 
found that. But it can do no harm to give them 
both another chance of meeting. If the Doctor is 
agreeable I will just ask them all to tea. You will 
bring your wife, Hugh, and there's Walter at home. 
I can but try.' 

Mrs, Miller meant well ; but while she was ar- 
ranging for a tea-party, while 'cookies ' and biscuits 
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were being baked, and the silver of the old Doctor's 
table was being cleaned in anticipation of the event, 
the old lady forgot that the soul of diplomacy is 
silence, and she spread far and wide the news both 
of Mr. Fyfe's intentions and of her own well-meant 
negotiations. 

The state of the drugget in her dining-room 
obliged her to go to Easterhaven, and to refer to the 
taste of some of her female friends there. To them 
she declared, under seal of secrecy, that, dear as this 
new drugget was, she should not grudge it if Ar- 
chie Fyfe got his way, and Marion Ford was settled. 
* That business with Dr. Fairlie went much against 
her, you see ; and this is just an opportunity of which 
she will not see the like again.' 

The female friends applauded this sentiment, 
though they agreed, as soon as her back was turned, 
that Mrs. Miller had been done^ both about the 
drugget and the ham that she had bought. They 
only hoped she would succeed, and in fact they must 
have been so sure of her triumph, both over the 
maiden reluctancy of Marion, and over the wounded 
feelings of Mr. Fyfe, that they told all their female 
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friends that Miss Ford was engaged to be married to 
the distiller of Lumgair. 

It was in this full-blown shape that the report, 
after having been handed about in the circles of the 
busy city, returned to the Kirkton, and finally 
reached the ears of Mr. Esslemont. 

He heard it on Sunday afternoon, when, after 
worship, he walked across the village street with 
his elder, Mr. Moodie, the poor-inspector and session 
clerk. 

* It would, nae doot, be Airchie Fyfe that you 
had in your eye this morning, when you were upon 
the mcirriage in Cana o' Gililee? You gave us a 
perfect epithalawmium,* added Mr. Moodie, who, 
being the schoolmaster as well as the poor-inspector, 
was glad to use a word in six syllables. 

* No. WTiat about Mr. Fyfe } Is he going to be 
married ? ' 

* He is to be married upon Miss Ford, as I heard 
in Easterhaven yesterday.' 

Mr. Esslemont said 'Very likely,' and then dis- 
appeared into the Manse. 

No ! he had not been thinking of Mr. Fyfe that 
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morning, nor was it for him that that sermon had 
been intended. It had been a new song out of the 
love and hope of his own deep heart. 

He had spoken of the Saviour's gracious pre- 
sence at the wedding-feast, and of the miracle by 
which water had been by Him turned into wine : 
the common, beggarly elements of life undergoing this 
change when perfect, wedded troth is brought to bear 
on them, when Love takes the command, and Self 
disappears in the glad union of two lives. 

He dwelt on the periods of want, and solitude, 
and emptiness ; of the patient waiting of the heart ; 
of the stone waterpots that stand full to the brim, 
and have stood so for long, till we are almost tired of 
hoping for any alteration of their tasteless contents 
into something * rare and strange,' till, by a miracle 
of mercy, at last from those joyless sources the wine 
of gladness flows. 

* Surely,' he went on to say, * our life is not just 
a poor, daily struggle. It is, if we will have patience, 
the dawn of an unutterable joy. What is the larger 
hope of the world but for our ultimate escape from 
the formless uncertainty of these twilight lives into the 
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Divine Presence, where, at the Supper of the Lamb, 
our hands shall not shake, nor the cup of the new wine 
spill ? For this we long and wait ; looking for the 
coming of a King who shall reign in righteousness. 
But till He comes, men have still to sit before the 
waterpots of the Jews. Definitions, and dogmas, and 
doubts, and darknesses, yea, even despairs, are the 
portion of the eager and of the expectant. But the 
vision is yet for an appointed time : though it tarry, 
wait for it. God comes, and at His coming the 
water will be turned into wine, and the foolishness 
of human guessing into the wisdom of Divine know- 
ledge. Then shall we say unto Him who loved us, 
and bought us, * Verily thou hast kept this good wine 
to the last." ' 

In these words Mr. Esslemont had preached that 
day. In his church there had been some who 
wondered, and some who slept, some who thought 
that his sermon was the epithalamium of his richest 
parishoner, and one to whom his words were 
pleasanter than * noise of trees, or hidden rill.* 

That had been only a few hours ago. Alas ! the 
day] and, alas ! where was its happiness gone } Alas! 
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for this sweet spring Sunday; and, alas! for the 
sweet face, so lost to truth ai|d honour, fpr if this 
news was true Marion was indeed forsworn. For 
had she not in the last weeks seemed to turn to 
him, and to trust him? It was true that when he 
had first spoken to her unmistakable words of 
wooing, her face. had first lightened for a moment,, 
and had then worn a look of pain, which had both 
puzzled and -frightened him. 3till she had seemed 
to suffer and to sympathise with him. Can a sort 
of wilful credulity in one's owq. fancy so far mislead 
a middle-aged man ? Could it be all a mistake ? 
Was the wish father to the thought, to such an 
extent as to have altogether deceived him ? But 
then, on the other hand, has love, a love like his, no 
instinct, that it should so far mistake love's signs .^ 
Could glances at once so shy and so trustful 
mean nothing } And why did Marion often begin 
sentences to others and finish them to him ; and why 
did the lids, on his appearance, always fall so fast 
over eyes that saw, though they often would not look ? 
Marion was changed : of thai: there was no doubt ; 
changed in manner, changed ^ven in face, for her 
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pallor was more marked than usual, her head drooped 
with a new thoughtfulness, and she had a new charm 
of timid gaiety. 

These things were not imaginary ; but then had 
he been wrong as to their cause ? Could it all mean 
that, while she knew herself to be admired, she 
was quietly about to marry Archie Fyfe ? 

Impossible ! Why, he was a man of forty, who 
looked fifty ; had a figure like a bolster, a mouth 
like a post-office, and a head like a red ox. Could 
Marion Ford mean to give herself to him } If she 
did, it could only be for the sake of his wealth— 
for a carriage, and a fine house, for watches, and 
for rings ! It was a vile notion ; and when Mr. 
Esslemont thought of Marion in her plain dark 
dress, with her little, unringed hands, and her little, 
unpierced ears ; when he remembered her unselfish- 
ness, her simple tastes, her good sense, and her 
powers of endurance, he was ashamed even to 
suspect her of selling herself, or to think of her for 
a moment as either greedy or vain. 

That she should have loved Robert Fairlie had 
been natural, excusable, probable, certain ; anything. 
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in short, that you like to say of it, for Dr. Fairlie 
was young and good-looking ; and men and maidens 
are so made that they are not likely to meet every 
day with impunity. All that, though he had suffered 
from it, he had understood, but this was incompre- 
hensible. 

Some pressure must have been put on Marion if 
it were true. At all events, he would apply to Hugh, 
and ask him if Mr. Fyfe was, or was not, a suitor for 
his sister's hand, and, above all, how long such a 
project had been discussed among them ? As the 
joy of serving her during one hour had transfigured 
the whole world for him this spring, so the hideous 
insecurity of human life now seemed to paralyse him. 
What, if his Marion failed him, should he ever dare 
to think of as being God-given t And what, if this 
had been all a dream, was to become of the inspiration 
of moral health that had seemed to come to him 
through her? With her would perish the power of 
joy, of possessing, or even of rightly understanding 
all beauty of the outside world. He must distrust all 
fair things, if she, with her fair seeming, was only as 
others, reckless and greedy, vain, cunning, and base. 
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CHAPTER XVr. 



AT CROSS PURPOSES. 



* Child| if it were thine error or thy crime, 

I care no longer, being all unblest; 
Wed whom thou wilt, for I am sick of Time, 

And I desire to rest. 
Pass on, weak heart, and leave me where I lie ; 
Go by, go by.' 

Tennyson. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

With a companion as communicative and as facile 
as Hugh, Mr. Esslemont was not obliged to beat 
about the bush, or to put any leading questions. 
Hugh sauntered into the Manse, as it happened, 
early on Monday to talk about the alterations at 
Netherbyres, and to show the minister two letters 
which he had received from America. His business 
capacities were as small as ever, and he liked to have 
his decisions made for him, so as to save himself 
further correspondence. As he rose to go he said to 
the minister, * You are going to tea with Mrs. Miller 
to-morrow, I suppose ? ' 

* If nothing happens to prevent it.' 

* I wonder how Archie Fyfe will look, and if they 
will make it up ? ' 

* WAo is to make up wAat ? ' 

'Well, Archie Fyfe and my sister have been 
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sweethearting a little this spring. But they did not 
exactly understand each other the last day that he 
was at Netherbyrcs. I believe it was my fault, for 
I came in and spoilt sport. Mrs. Miller is going to 
have them both to tea, which is really friendly of her. 
Marion could not do better for herself than she is 
doing now, and I hear from Mrs. Miller her first 
affair with a young doctor here all ended in smoke. 
Let us hope this one will be all right. Fyfe is very 
rich, is he not ? ' . 

* Certainly,' was the reply. * But now, Hughie, 
either you must go or I must, for I have to be at the 
Cunning Hill for a baptism at twelve.' And with these 
words the minister dismissed his visitor. 

If in matters of great moment men and women 
could only keep their heads cool, how much sorrow 
and trouble they might be spared ! If Mr. Esslemont 
could only have endured a second touch on the 
wound he might easily have led on Hugh to discuss 
this wooing of Mr. Fyfe's, and then Hugh would cer- 
tainly have revealed Marion's distaste and vexation 
at his hasty suit. But the minister could not bear 
another touch, nor could he endure that Hugh should 
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see the agony which this one had sufficed to inflict. 
So he hastily dismissed the only person who might 
have enlightened him, and then, with his head in 
his hands, he sat there, angry and despairing. For 
twelve hours he had hoped against hope, and ima- 
gined every extenuation or excuse. Now Marion's 
fickleness was a fact. Anger kept him up, otherwise 
more than once during that day, through his solitary 
hours, as through those when he had to listen to 
Clementina's complaints and disjointed chat, he must 
,have broken down. He felt as if his heart must 
break, as if he must curse this faithless girl, and die. 
Only he %vas the minister of the parish ; he was old 
enough to be her father, and he must not go and 
make a fool of himself, or a show of himself. He 
must put in an appearance at Mrs. Miller's, as if 
nothing were the matter. And what was the matter.? 
Only a girl had proved untrue. How many are! 
Only a man had proved himself a fond fool. How 
many have done the same — and what about it.? Who 
cares } Down, down ! die down, heart of love ! die 
down, hope ! peace. Enchantress ! be silent, now and 
for evermore. Marion is fickle ; Marion is false and 
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cunning; Marion is cold and greedy — Marion the 
maid. ' Marion, my Marion ! you are bought and sold.* 

The minister turned on his pillow; cries broke 
from the unquietness of his heart, but he rose, dry- 
eyed and sleepless, determined to go to Mrs. Miller's, 
and to meet the lovers there. 

At the bottom of his heart there was really an 
insane, far away, groundless hope that the pain of it 
all might kill him, or stun him ; in which case it 
would be worth his while to have gone, and to have 
gone through with it all. Any way, he was to go. 

Mrs. Miller worked hard that day. She scolded 
the village tailor because the new drugget was put 
down so far from straight, and Jessie, the maid, 
because her best lappets had got a stain, and because 
the best ashei ' was cracked. She scolded the Doctor 
because he was ready too soon, and Walter because he 
was ready too late ; and then she sat herself down to 
wait for her guests. 

The first comers were uninteresting people. One 
has noticed in life that they never by any chance fail 
to appear, and to appear in very good time. Then 

' Large plate for a joint, from assiette. 
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came the Fords, three in number. Mrs. Miller began 
to be pleased, for young Mrs. Ford was pretty, and 
pleasing, and smart, in garments the like of which 
had never been seen in Lumgair before, and which 
would obviously furnish talk for a month. 

Marion, with her soft smile, looked very well in 
the first silk dress she had ever possessed. It was her 
brother's gift to her, and Mrs. Miller was compliment' 
ing her on it when the minister entered. His ears 
caught the words and their bantering tone, and his 
jealous eye also caught the soft silky folds, and being 
thus occupied he did not see that on his appearance 
the little, quiet face changed in an odd way, though 
it would have been untrue to say that Marion had 
greeted his entrance with either a smile or a blush. 
He shook hands with her, as with the others, and 
then he sat down on the little sofa beside the old 
Doctor. There he was, or pretended to be, absorbed 

in parish talk ; but the mistress of the house, growing 
anxious for the guest who was to play the first rSle 
to-night, watched the door anxiously for a quarter of 
an hour, and then began to cry at intervals, ' Preserve 
me, D6ctor ! what can be keeping Airchie Fyfe ? ' 
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The minister talked on as if no such individual 
existed ; and, while Walter Miller did his best to 
entertain pretty Mrs. Ford, Marion sat by the window. 
At last the door opened, and Mr. Esslcmont glanced 
not at it, but across to where Marion was seated. 
Her Q,yQ% were on the ground. That was the only 
change he could sec. Then she looked up, for Mrs. 
Miller, on receiving a letter from Jessie, the maid, 
cried out again, * Preserve me ! what ails Mr. Fyfe 
now ? * 

* There will be no Archie here the night, that is 
plain to see. What's wrong with him, wifie ? * 

* Did ever anybody hear the like of this ! ' And 
Mrs. Miller, opening the envelope, read the distiller's 
excuses. After struggling all the week with a heavy 
cold, he had gone this morning to Broughty Ferry, 
and had returned with such a severe oppression that 
he was said to have bronchitis, and must therefore 
give up joining Mrs. Miller's party. His regrets 
Mrs. Miller did not even take the trouble to read. 

' I never knew Archie Fyfe wi' bronkeetis before,' 
said the Doctor. ' He's getting very full in the body, 
and should be more prudent, and take more sweeting 
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exercise. But,-wifie, let us have our tea. I am very 
dry myself.' 

To say how Mrs. Miller grieved over the failure of 
her plans, and of her party, would require a more 
eloquent pen than mine. Like John Gilpin's wife 
it might be said of her that 'though on pleasure 
she was bent she had a frugal mind/ and sorely 
she now grudged the new drugget, and the new 
ham, and the journey to Easterhaven, and the 
trouble, and the quantity of forethought which 
she had given to a thing destined to have only 
this lame and impotent conclusion. 'Let it be a 
warning to you,' she said to Marion in a loud 
aside; and the girl, seated between her brother 
and her hostess, and avoided by Mr. Esslemont, 
was left to reflect that neither abundance of cateSy 
nor yet one*s first silk dress, are able to ensure 
one a pleasant evening. 

The Doctor alone enjoyed his ham, undisturbed 
either by love or by diplomacy. 

Mr. Esslemont's heart smote him once as he 
caught Marion's eyes. Their glance had something 
in it of pain, whicli might, of course, be caused by the 
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non-appearance of her rich suitor; yet, though she was 
dressed with unusual care, he could not deny, nay 
rather he felt in every nerve, that there was a some- 
thing about her so dedicated, so still, and he had 
almost said so holy, that it seemed a sin to blame 
her, or to couple her fair name with baseness. 
After having exchanged only one insignificant sen- 
tence with her, he left early, but at the door he 
contrived to have one more look at her. The little 
head was drooping, as she sat just where she had sat 
all evening, with a bundle of Indian photographs on 
her lap, letting Walter Miller teach her the difference 
between Hindoo temples and Mahomedan mosques. 
Yes ! she was very pretty, and she looked well in that 
soft silk, with the ribbons at her throat, and the frills 
round her small wrists : very pretty ; well fitted to be 
a rich man's wife, to drive in her own carriage, and 
to be spared for evermore all drudgery and denials. 
* Wed whom you will, Marion, and as the world goes 
round let night follow day, but no day will ever bring 
to my hearth so sweet a face. Ah ! tuneful voice ! 
sound never more in my silent room. I have waited 
for the Lord that He should have mercy upon me. 
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but He has not inclined His ear unto me, and I shall 
die alone, of the weariness of my vain desires, of my 
pitiful, unconquerable yearnings, and of this sicken- 
ing famine, this thirst of my heart for you, my 
love ! my love ! ' 

Only after long torment in the furnace of his own 
heating did George Esslemont fall asleep. In his 
dreams Marion came to him. The sorrowful dis- 
trust bom of her past pain no longer made her re- 
served and cold : smiling as she never smiled by 
day, red-mouthed and dewy-eyed, the dream-maiden 
came gliding, and, with her sweet breath, she woke 
him, as with a kiss. 

The real Marion Ford in the meantime sat on the 
edge of her bed, and, with her hands clasped round 
her knees, saw the moonlight creep along the walls. 
Her fair hair curled about her shoulders : her eyes 
were tearless, but sad, and her breathing rapids 
Again she had indulged in a daydream — lived in a 
fool's paradise. How silly of her ! She remembered 
that once, when she was a little girl, she had put an 
acorn into a bottle of water, and had fully expected 
an oak tree to grow ! The bottle remained, but of the 
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tree no twig had ever appeared from that day twelve 
years ago till now — ^tiU this day of disenchantment 
and pain. The sweet settled peace which she had 
been dreaming of was further off than ever^ and Mr. 
Esslemont had nothing to tell her but what any friend 
of Clementina's might wish to learn, after seeing the 
death of Alaistair Mackenzie. Possibly he meant 
to show her a letter, of which Walter Miller had 
already spoken to her, and which revealed how 
much Alaistair had once owed to the devotion 
and charity of a soldier-servant — ^Alaistair, such 
as he had been, had been loved by his servant, 
and by Miss Esslemont : she, Marion, was unbe- 
loved. ' It will come again/ she cried, as if she were 
speaking of the attack of some fierce animal that had 
already wounded her ; ' it has come again ; and how 
shall I bear it ? I am not a child now to cry, but, ah ! 
I had grown to love him. The treacherous have 
dealt treacherously with me, and so it will be to 
the end, and, like my poor Katie, I shall find 
Death before I find Love.' 



CHAPTER XVII. 



ENIGMA TICAL. 
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' We are not liappy, sweet I our slalt; 

Is strange, and full of doubt and fear 
More need of words that ills abate — 

Our SBCred friendship ; iesl there be 
No solace left for Ihou and me. 

' Gentle and good and mild thou art, 
Nor can I live if Iboa appear 
Aught but thyself, or turn thine heart 

Away from me, or stoop to wear 
The mask of scorn, allho' it be 
To hide the love Ihou fcel'st for me.' 

SitEU.IiV 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

Every man*s heart is a problem, and every woman's 
heart is as a writing in cypher, unless she chooses 
to surrender its key ; and thus it happens that their 
mutual relations often make up an enigma which it is 
extremely difficult for two lovers to read correctly. 

There is, I must own, something despairing about 
this. Consider only that ever since * the tale of Troy 
divine * was written, the tender passion has been de- 
scribed, that poets and playwrights have analysed 
it till one might suppose that no riddles and no 
surprises were left. So many maps have been 
made of the country of the heart that none of its 
labyrinthine paths, or pitfalls, ought now to be un- 
marked ; and the diagnosis of the malady of Love 
ought by this time to be unmistakable, even by the 
merest tyro. But nevertheless the old story re- 
mains ever new: true love makes shipwreck u^on 
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rocks that are in every chart, and the man who has 
just lived through this sorrowful experience 'breaks 
his heart in two/ Men and women continue to mis- 
lead and to misunderstand each other, as if they had 
never heard that the anger of love is a brief madness. 
They play at cross purposes ; they say what they do 
not mean, and mean what they do not say. In short, 
pique, pride, prudence, passion, shyness, and infatu- 
ation continue to furnish a very fair number of 
scenes for the requisite number of acts in their tra- 
gedy, or comedy, of errors ; and even the spectators 
are puzzled to guess upon what finale the curtain is 
to fall at last. 

When this zone, or stage, of misconceptions is once 
reached matters seem to go from bad to worse, and 
so they must continue to do, so long as the victims 
persistently keep hold of the wrong end of the skein. 
Each pull serves but to make the knots tighter. 

Now, had these remarks been addressed to Mr. 
Esslemont he would, no doubt, have concurred in 
them, and have found some instances by which to 
prove their truth. But none the less was he now 
tormented by jealous fears. Hugh's words about 
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Mr. Fyfe had first shaken his trust. Mrs. Miller*s 
machinations were plain to see, and through all, and 
above all, the fact of the disparity of age betv^een 
himself and Marion gnawed at his heart. He remem- 
bered the saying of old Sir Richard Maitland of 
Levington, that 

* Men should take voyage at the larkis' sang, 
And nocht at even, when passit is the day,' * 

When he looked at Walter Miller he felt all the 
force of it ; and so convinced was he of there being a 
snake in the grass, that, had it been in his power, he 
would have certainly left Lumgair for a time, and 
allowed events to arrange themselves between Marion 
and her suitors. 

Marion in the meantime felt all the chill of his 
altered manner to her. 

She was sitting rather sadly, with little Kenneth 
in her lap, when she saw Hugh approaching. 

* I say, Marion,' he said by way of preface as he 
sat down beside her, *it was very unlucky about 
Mr. Fyfe last night' Marion was silent. ' But there 
is this to be said, I hope that you saw enough to cure 

* A.D. 1569. 



264 Within Sound of tlu Sea. 

you of a silly fancy fhat Annie says you have now 
got in your head/ 

* Annie says ! What does Annie say ? ' 

'That you have taken a fancy to the -minister. 
Of course, when that poor chap was dying in our 
house he was here every day ; it couldn't be helped: 
He could not help it ; but I think you might have 
helped getting soft about him. He is fifty if he's a 
day : I will bet you anything you like he will never 
see fifty again, and he is not thinking of sweethearting; 
He is as poor as a mouse, and has that crazy sister to 
keep, and even if he were to ask you to-morrow, it 
would be the most stupid thing you could do. But 
he won't. You could see that for yourself last night 
He never addressed you, that I saw.' 

* Did you look } * asked Marion drily. 

*I was not thinking about him. I, of course, 
knew nothing about it ; but Annie told me when we 
got home, that she knew you were in love with Mr. 
Esslemont, and that she had watched him all night, 
and that he never spoke to you. Did he } * 

* I don't know.' 

'You don't know! It is too silly of you.' 
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* Hugh, I managed my own affairs before you 
came home, and if you leave me to do so now I 
shall be very glad/ 

' Of course, you are in a passion because I tell you 
the truth. But I speak in your own interests. It 
would be a pity to get talked about twice, Marion. 
You had far better marry and settle, if you can't 
help falling in love — some girls can't ; but it ought 
to come to an end ; and here is a man who is a 
capital match ready to marry you — at least he was : 
of course I can't say how it may be now. If he, like 
Annie, has got hold of this ridiculous story about the 
minister, no wonder he would not meet you. I dare 
say that was why he said he had bronchitis. I don't 
believe he had. The Doctor had not been to him. I'll 
go and ask for him to-day ; and when he gets better 
do, for all our sakes, be reasonable. Don't fret your- 
self for nothing,' he added, in rather a less scolding 
tone, for he noticed that Marion's face was deadly 
pale. * Will you come down to the Cove with me } ' 
he asked, after a pause, by way of making peace with 
her ; but Marion only shook her head, and he moved 
away. 
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Oh ! why had Hughie ever come home ? 

Marion sat like a person who is stunned. Then 
she began to recall the events of the evening at Mrs. 
Millers. As regards Mr. Esslemont they were few 
and simple. He had spoken to her once, about the 
weather, and little Kenneth, and she had answered, 
• Is it not ? * and once she had caught his eye. But 
as regarded herself what had she said or done that 
Annie Ford could have observed? Or had Annie 
heard the two sentences in the Manse garden when 
Mr. Esslemont had called her by her Christian name ? 
She must have done so, for really during the party 
at Mrs. Miller's she was aware of having shown 
nothing but a weariness which the company could 
not attribute to any tender cause. 

But how terrible that Hugh and Annie should 
have found out her weakness, her heartache, her 
niistakc ! Was she really so mad as to have let her 
happiness out of her own hands } And what did 
Hugh know about Dr. Fairlie and the inglorious 
close of her first love, that he dared to allude to it, 
vise her not to get herself twice talked of in 
ish? Really it was unbearable to have Hugh 




scolding her. Two months ago he was almost for- 
gotten in the place, and only owed his return to it to 
her affection. Now, between his encouraging Mr. 
Fyfe*s preposterous suit, and worrying her about the 
best friend she had, home had become a place of 
torment to herself. 

Many tears did Marion shed that night; for before 
dinner her father also scolded her for sending away 
Mr. Fyfe. Kenneth Ford was not violent, as he used 
to be, but some tears of weakness ran down his pal- 
sied cheeks, as he bade Marion be a good girl at 
last, and take a rich husband who could help them 
all, in foul weather as well as in fair. 

If Hugh's scolding was hard to bear, how much 
more bitter was it to be urged to be a good daughter 
' at last ! ' She had been a good daughter ; had worked 
and slaved, and borne the burden and heat of the 
day, and this was her reward. Oh ! what a weary, 
joyless, ungrateful world, and what a hard thing life 
is ! It made Marion feel old, indefinitely old ; older 
than Mr. Esslemont, whom Hugh kindly declared 
to be fifty ; older than anybody she ever knew : as 
old as sorrow, or as old as Time, which weighed so 



268 Within Sound of the Sea. 

heavily, now that a new sister was vanity, and a 
restored brother a burden. And love ? what was it ? 
Ah ! little would she have heeded all the rest had she 
had Geoi^e E^slemonfs love to fall back on. But he 
was only a kind, quiet old bachelor, and she was 
unbeloved, and a fool. 

The only thing to be done now was to endure in 
silence, to wish Mr. Fyfe a long bronchitis, \Wth 
twenty good ailments besides, and to prove for the 
future to Hugh and Annie, and indeed to all whom 
it might concern, that Mr. Esslemont was nothing 
to her. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 



NEARLY LOST. 



I 



* Pained with her slighting Jamie's love, 
Bell dropt a tear — Bell dropt a tear ; 

The gods descended from above, 

Well pleased to hear — well pleased to hear. 
• • • • • 

When the fair mourner wailed her crime, 

With flowing eyes — ^with flowing eyes. 
Glad Jamie heard her all the time 

With glad surprise — with glad surprise. 
Some god had led him to the grove, 

His mind unchanged — his mind unchanged 
I'lew to her arms, and cry'd, ** My love ! 

I am revenged ! — I am revenged ! " * 

Allan Ramsay. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

An opportunity for doing this, unfortunately, was not 
long in presenting itself. For the following day it 
had been settled that Marion was to go with her 
sister and the child to Easterhaven ; but, when the 
morning came, Hugh discovered some reason for pre- 
ferring the city to the farmyard, and for accompany- 
ing his wife ; so Marion was left to her reflections, 
and to the charge of her father. 

Kenneth Ford was in his bedroom, and asleep. 
Marion's household tasks were over, and about 4 P.M., 
having laid on the table the shawl and hat she should 
need a little later, when she went to meet the party 
of pleasure-seekers at the station, she sat down to 
mend one of little Kenny's toys. 

At work with a gluepot and a pair of scissors, she 
sat there with a smileless face. Between herself and 
Hugh another stormy interview could not be allowed 
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to take place. Her father's solicitations were more 
hard to refuse, and the girl cast in her mind the 
possibility of flying from Netherbyres for a respite 
at least. Still as she worked she arraigned herself 
at her own bar, and was obliged to confess herself 
guilty. What had grown up in herself for Mr. Essle- 
mont, was a something very unlike her first girlish 
sentiment for Robert Fairlie. That had touched but 
had not subdued her as this did. This had begun 
with pity and admiration, and had only lately taken 
the shape of that vague unrest, part pleasure and part 
pain, which made her shed passions of causeless tears. 
Her sober, duteous, Scottish nature was now stirred 
to its very depths ; and she was aware that to lose 
what she loved by death, or to die herself, would be 
less trying than have this torn out of her. Yet torn 
out it must be, and by her own hand : since by her 
own senseless hand it had been planted. 

But, oh ! the pity of it ! The pity that this had 
been only a dream ! only a dream, that more than 
anyone George Esslemont was ready to take care of 
her, as he was certainly more fit than anyone else 
to do so ; only a dream that it might be in her power 
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to make that lonely and self-devoted life blossom like 
the rose ! 

But better anything than that Mr. Esslemont 
should guess her folly, as Hugh and Annie had already 
done. Perhaps he had ! Perhaps that was why he 
sometimes looked at her with such grave concern, 
too true to say more than he felt, too considerate to 
say less — too kind even to say to himself what a 
nuisance, after all, a woman can be ! 

At this moment the door opened, and Mr. 
Esslemont stood before Marion, with a roll of 
papers in his hand. Her heart beat with a thick, 
muffled emotion, and a mist gathered before her 
eyes. 

* I expected to find your brother here,' he said, 
hardly knowing whether to be sorry or not that an 
accident had brought him face to face with his 
' dearest dread * — with the woman who occupied all 
his thoughts, even though she might be betrothed 
to another. 

* No, Hugh changed his mind this morning,' was 
the laconic reply. 

' How is your father "i ' 
VOL. II. T 
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' Pretty much as usual.' And Marion neither in- 
vited her visitor to be seated, nor yet to go in, and sit 
with Mr. Ford. 

One glance at her face had sufficed to show 
Mr. Esslemont that to-day something was far amiss. 
What had happened t he asked himself. He had 
half a mind to speak openly to her for once, to say 
such words as a man may say who has seen the end 
of a great hope, but who puts the one sweet day and 
its dream behind him, while he wishes her all sorts 
of prosperity. But was Marion happy in her new- 
formed tie } This was not the air, or attitude, of a 
happy, affianced bride ; and the face had got back 
that fixed, white look which it wore when he used 
to say of it that it looked like its own photograph. 
There was even a scornful ring in her voice when she 
addressed him. Yet what had he done } Could this 
be the Marion of ten days ago : with the sweet 
strength of her beauty and wisdom, with the perpetual 
comfort in her face } Those eyes with their warm 
brown now looked so grave ; those curved lips, that 
never used to open, except to let you know the sweet- 
ncss of her heart, and that mouth, so dumb to all 
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upbraiding, and so sealed for all complaint, how had 
they all changed ! What had happened to her T 
Grant that she was going to marry Mr. Fyfe, why 
this sad face, so fixed, and set, and stern as that of 
a young judge ? 

He looked at her with the tenderest wonder, and 
then placed a chair for her ; and, bending over the 
table, he began to explain his plan for the proposed 
alterations in Hugh's rooms and studio. 

Marion gave a glance at the roll of drawings, and 
after a minute said coldly that, as she did not under- 
stand it, she thought it had better wait till Hugh's 
return, whose concern it was. 

* These notes on the margin explain it, if you will 
look at them.' 

' I have, but I cannot read the handwriting.* 
' It is mine.' 

* Is it ? ' replied Marion, whose disingenuousness 
was now complete, considering that she was at this 
very moment carrying about in her dress by day, 
and under her pillow by night, the half-sheet of paper 
in which, many weeks ago, Mr. Esslemont had made 
out the memorandum of her trains to Liverpool. 

T 2 
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' I am afraid you are not well to-day/ he said at 

last, noticing that she put her hand up to her 

head. 

She replied that she was, and that she was just 
going out * I am to be at the station to meet my 

brother and sister.' 

This was an unlucky speech, for it .reminded them 
both of that tite-d-tite walk to the station, when their 
hearts had so truly kept time with each other. 

Marion as she said it unconsciously turned half- 
round, and flashed one passionate glance at Mr. 
Esslemont : and was met by one just as full of pain, 
anger, and reproach. Both recoiled from that look. 
Marion hastily seized her hat and shawl, and began 
to put them on ; and Mr. Esslemont took a stiff and 
hurried leave of her, nearly as much puzzled as he 
was pained. 

Hardly had he left than Marion threw off her hat 
and shawl and began to pace the room in the greatest 
agitation. What had she done.'^ What must her 
friegd think of her.^ She had no right to quarrel 
witl| him because she had made a fool of herself in 
her brother and sister's^eyes. Mr. Esslemont had 
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looked surprised, and almost angry : and no wonder ! 
Was this the way in v/hich their old, tried, and sacred 
friendship was to end ? Oh ! bitterness ! Ought she 
not as she went out to follow him, and to say some- 
thing kind to him ? But what ? If she had been 
wrong, the less said about it now the better. If a 
man and a woman misunderstand each other, the 
woman at least must remain tongue-tied. Ni, rightly 
or wrongly done, Marion must abide by to-diy's deed 
or misdeed. She had meant honourably — but — she 
had lost her friend ! 

* Oh ! my friend ! my friend ! ' she cried ; and 
when in her rapid, agitated walk she reached the other 
end of the room she struck her forehead passionately 
against the wall, as if she hoped by the blow to 
numb her great mental pain. As she did so a sharp 
cry escaped her lips ; but she still walked to and 
fro, striking her hands against each other, as she 
moaned out again and again, ' Oh ! my friend ! my 
friend ! ' 

On turning round she found herself face to face 
with Mr. Esslemont. In passing under the window 
his ear had been caught by her cry. Knowing that 
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she was alone in the house, he had been alarmed 
by it, had returned, had gently opened the door, and 
there he now stood, holding out both his hands 
to her. 

' Marion ! ' he cried, pity, love, wonder, and re- 
monlstrance all mingling in his accents. * Marion!' 
But the excited girl passed him, threw herself on a 
low seat before the table, and then buried her face in 
her shawl, which lay on it. 

Mr. Esslemont knelt down on the floor beside her. 
She was sobbing with quick, deep sobs ; but she did 
not now shrink away from him, but rather let herself 
be drawn nearer and nearer, till the mesmerism of 
his touch had stilled the passion of her sobbing. 
Then grave and low he breathed into the girl's ear 
his tale of love, deep, pure, patient, tender, and im- 
ploring. 

Still Marion hid her face, and only brought out at 
intervals some broken words, possibly of tenderness or 
of self-reproach. But they might have been on any 
subject, or in any tongue — Mr. Esslemont heard them 
not : he only felt the wonder ; and anyone else who 
couJd have looked oiv Vvvs face at that moment would 
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have seen it pale and radiant, and with dilated eyes. 
What was this miracle that had brought to his arms 
the prize that for four years had appeared to be 
beyond his grasp ; the love that only to-day had 
seemed more lost to him than ever ? 

* Marion ! ' he said again, and the girl just moved 
her head a little nearer until it touched his arm. 
Thus emboldened he lifted up the face. It was no 
longer pale, but glowing with its noble, beautiful 
shame ; and then the lovers looked into each other's 
eyes, and Marion laid her hand in his. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



AT LAST. 



* Alas ! I have grieved so I am hard to love ; 

Yet love me— wilt thou ? Open thme heart wide. 
And fold within the wet wings of thy dove.' 

£. B. Browning. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

* Marion, my dearest. I have loved you for so long 
— can you not guess for how long ? ' 

The girl's eyes said, * TV// 7ne,* and he said, 

* Since the day, four years ago, when you and 
Hughie came into my study about his picture. 
Since that day, and on that day, and through all 
the days.' 

' Ah ! ' And a long shuddering sigh showed how 
deeply Marion was moved. ' Through all tAose days > ' 
she said at length. * But I was always dull, often 
perverse, and often wretched.* 

* Is there anything you have ever said or done, 
for which I have to blame you, or for which I did 
not and do not love you ? ' And having said so 
Mr. Esslemont kissed the rings of her clustering hair. 

* But I despaired of winning you. I had so little to 
offer to you, and I would have died sooner than harm 
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you, or offend you by asking for what to me had 
become the all in all/ - 

' Take it ! ' cried Marion, flushing ; ' take it ; use 
it ; take all I am, or have, or can be. If only it were 
good enough for you ! ' And as ^esaid so she bowed 
her head over her earnestly-clasped hands. There 
^ certainly no homilily Wet that of a very Upright 
nature, and no frankness likt tte frtmkne^ of a very 
pure one. 

Mr. Esslemont contemplated her with' a ra^* 
wonder. Though the city had held out long he was 
truly its master now. 'Mi^ioiH it is too intoxicating' 
to hear you speak, to have you beside me, to see you 
yield thus to me. Child ! ' he cried, hastily withdraw- 
ing a hand on which Marion had tried to put her lips, 
and clasping her in his arms, 'child ! I have so hungered 
and thirsted for you ! I have so waited, and watched, 
and prayed, and hoped, and despaired for you ! ' 

' I wonder that you were not tired of me. It 
all seems too strange ; for I — I, in those days, won- 
dered if it would not have been better that I had 
never been born, or at least that it should have been 
l^e Lord's will to take me when dear mother died. 
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She loved me ; but I thought that she would be the 
last.' 

' Ah, you have suffered so, dearest, and when I 
could not help you.' And as he spoke, and while his 
hand kept smoothing back the hair from her brow, 
he looked into her deep eyes. 

' Never mind about it now. It must have made 
me hard to love : for that you must forgive me ; but 
I meant honourably — I felt truly for you all the time. 
And when I saw, during the week that Captain 
Mackenzie was in the house, what your life was like, 
I forgot all my old pain. I felt I should like to be 
your servant or even your dog, to touch your life, and 
to help it. You were better than all the world, and 
yet had nothing of your own in it. It made me think 
what all the years in Lumgair had been to you. Was 
it wrong to care so much } At any rate, Hugh, who 
saw it, said that it was — and dishonouring, as you 
were not even thinking of me.' 

' Clever Hugh ! how well he has understood the 
last four years ! The ice has frozen his wits.' 

* Then I got into such a maze of troubles with 
all his talking to me ! No one will ever know all the 
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weary thoughts I have had ; and the thing had become 
a bit of me, and so I' could no longer help myself.' 
' Have you ever been so good as to think of me ? ' 
' When I stood beside Hugh on the landing-stage 
at Liverpool ; when I sat up and watched beside 
your sister for two nights, in the Manse; when I 
knelt near her by Captain Mackenzie's deathbed, 
I thought of you. Was it wrong ? Hughie said that 
it was a shame to me ; and as I had — ^had — had had 
so much shame and pain already— /^a/ made me turn 
quite hard. Forgive me.' 

* Bless you ! ' he answered hastily ; and as he did 
so, he took the two small hands in his own, and kissed 
them. ' And I too have had my dark hours. When 
Hugh told me you were going to marry Mr. Fyfe I 
did my possible to keep away from you. If I could 
have left Lumgair, I would have done so five days ago.' 

* And left me to marry Mr. Fyfe ! ' And, in her 
overwrought state of tension, Marion laughed at this 
notion till she cried. * Why, Hughie ought to have 
been ashamed to say such a thing, even in joke. 
He and I made game of that man when I was six 
years old ; so how could he think I would marry him ? 
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And for you to think so was hard on me. Except 
in caring for you I have done nothing wrong, and I 
meant faithfully all the time.* 

* But why do you speak of it as wrong to wish 
what I wished } to grant me at last my heart's desire, 
to give a snowdrop to my wintry existence, ivy to 
this old, brown tree } * 

* I am so glad.* 

* But, Marion, that is just what has shamed mc so 
often out of asking for your love. I am far too old 
for you. I am nearly old enough to be your father. 
I suppose you know that } * he asked apologetically. 

Marion laid her cheek with its soft, young curves 
against his arm, ere she replied, * Am I to be pitied if 
I get father and mother, and brother and husband 
all in one } * 

Hers was an unconscious paraphrase of the most 
tender apostrophe in the poetry of the ancient world, 
and its simple, pathetic candour brought the tears 
into Mr. Esslemont's eyes, while Marion added, in a 
lower tone, ' I should like to be happy, if it were only 
for a week.* 

* There is another thing I have to tell you,* he 
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fesumed : * I am a poor man, and, owii^ to the change 
of my poor sister, I must be called a very poor man. 
I hardly dare to ask you to become the mistress of 
that melancholy, little Manse.' 

Marion glanced quicldy at him. ' I love it,' she 
said ; ' and if you had been rich, and had begun to 
tty to tempt me with houses or gifts^ you would have 
made but poor speed with me. I should have run 
away from your first word. I care not for any of 
these things. I care only ' The rest of the sen- 
tence she left Mr. Esslemont to guess. 

' It is not only that the house is shabby and poor, 
but I do not blind myself to an affliction that shuts 
off my poor sister — ^that, I fear, indeed must shut us 
both off from any close human ties ; from anything, 
my Marion, but a most unselfish love/ 

' But your sister will get accustomed to me, and I 
hope she will come to like me.' 

* But that does not prove that she will not make 
you suffer. I dread the trial for you. Even by those 
whom she loves my poor wandered sister is not always 
easy to guide.' 

' God, and my love, will teach me what to do.' 
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* I know you will be ever patient, but it is the 
monotony of this sorrow that I fear for you. It is 
not a good life for a young woman.* 

Marion shook her head. 

* I know all the power of it I have never com- 
plained, I do not complain, please God I never will 
complain ; but I know what it has cost me. I do not 
wish it to weigh you down. It has pressed on me so 
sorely that at times I have rebelled, and had to pray 
for the pardon of my selfishness.* 

* Selfish ! Never ! ' cried Marion as she laid her 
hand on his. * Never ! Besides, what was too heavy 
for one will be light for two.* 

* But am I right in letting you take such a 
charge ? * 

* What you have borne I can bear; that is, if you 
will let me. Let me help a life that for so long has 

had neither father nor mother, nor brother, nor ' 

Marion ceased abruptly ; and Mr. Esslemont, feeling 
a shiver run over her frame, looked in her eyes and 
saw that she was weeping. 

* What is it, my dearest ? * 

* Ah ! do not ask me,* she replied ; and he did not 
VOL, II. U 
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ask her, but only kisseit'off &er md^ and tremulous 
Qrelids the tears of her exquisite pity; 

* For as long as God preserves tsiy Ufe, may He 
frant you never to shed any tears but those which 
pity wrings from your eyes V 

^ I fed sure that I shall never have to shed any 

' others. Ah ] there is High's step on the gravel V 

And Marion, drawing herself from her lover's hold, 

fled away with the shyness and swiftness of a lap* 

wing. 

Upstairs and alone Marion asked herself what 
had become of all her trouble. All the passion of 
repressed feeling, all the dull misery of ungratified 
hopes, all the salt tears, the fever, and the maze of 
doubts and perplexities upon which she had only 
this morning opened her ^y^s^ had vanished. 

Thanks to one tender word, and to one glimpse 
into that patient heart, the bewilderment of the past 
days had turned to joy. 

'Auburn Katie,* in dying, had said that there 
where she was going, she meant to ask the Lord for 
Marion's happiness. It had come ! It was a miracle, 
It was mercy, it was bliss. 
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Then the girl knelt to thank God : as well she 
might. If sometimes, and for a season, * clouds and 
darkness* are round about His footstool, none the 
less do mercy and truth go before His face; and 
to-day a loving, helpless, and wellnigh hopeless 
creature had cried unto Him, and seen that He 
is good. 
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CHAPTER XX. 



LENVOL 



* For still we Jbope, 
That in a world of larger scope, 
What here is fiuthiully began 
Will be completed, not undone. 

* My child, we still most think, when we 
That ampler life together see. 
Some true results will yet appear 
Of what we were together here.* 

A. H. Clough. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

George and Marion Esslemont are married lovers ; 
and of their friends what more remains to be 
told ? 

But little. 

It sometimes happens that at the end of a story 
there is a great deal of poetical justice to be dis- 
pensed, but in this homely little drama that is not the 
case. There is no one who deserves to be punished, 
and nothing left that requires to be explained. 

Some of the wearj^" are already at rest : a silent 
company, who will sleep in their narrow beds till 
* from the east the eternal morning dawns.* 

Miss Esslemont will continue to lead her passive 
invalid life for a few more months, and then pass 
away, to forget the confusions of her wasted life. 
Meantime three generations dwell peacefully under 
the grey roof of the farm at Netherbyres ; and already 
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where men go to their labours, high in the furrows 
the com of harvest waves. 

Up and down the village street the happy chil- 
dren play, and weekly in the village kirk the elders 
gather to worship Him whose Truth is goodness and 
justice, and who would have all our goodness realised 
Truth. 

Only in the Fisherton the wind and waves keep 
up the element of unrest ; and though the fishermen 
may lounge to-night between the rows of the brown 
boats that they have beached among the shingle and 
all the waste and refuse of the shore, yet to-morrow 
they must again breast the waves, and toss among 
the white, flying foam. 

How loud the Sound of the Sea is to-night ! 

Up here, where, under the ruin on St Mary's 
Heugh, George and Marion Esslemont walk hand in 
hand, it comes with a deep, heavy boom. 

By this the dim darkness of one of those summer 
nights, which is as the ghost of the summer's day, the 
Minister of Lumgair can see his wife's face, and he 
can see that it wears its happiest, sweetest look. The 
rapture and the wonder of his new-found joy are still 
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strong in the man's heart, but over that of the woman 
there broods an exquisite settled peace. 

Their happiness seems to be all around them to- 
night — exquisite and impalpable, like the scent of those 
milk-white thorns that fill the ravine below the ruin. 

They walk slowly on over the Craiglands, towards 
the edge of the great red cliffs. The tidal waves are 
at work below, rising and falling heavily, echoing 
in the hollow caves ; and as they retire baffled from 
the face of the crags, they fling up their salt weeds 
and their Salter spray. 

But where George and Marion Esslemont stand 
the spray and the bitter weeds reach not. 

Under their feet is the fortitude of the rocks, and 
over their heads, in the silence of sky, are the glory, 
the infinitude, and the unbroken order of the stars. 



THE END. 
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Principles of "Natural Selection" 
and " Inheritance " to Political So- 
ciety. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 4f . 

Volume II. of The International 
Scientific Series, 



BAOEHOT (y/alter)-eoHtinued, 
Some Articles on the De- 
preciation of Silver, and Topics 
connected with it. Demy8vo. Price 
5*- 

The English Constitution. 

A New Edition, Revised and 
Corrected, with an Introductory 
Dissertation on Recent Changes and 
Events. Crown 8vo. Cloth, {nice 
js. 6d. 

Lombard Street. A 

Description of the Money Market. 
Seventn Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price "js. €d. 

BAOOT (Alan). 
Accidents in Mines : their 

Causes and Prevention. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6f . 

BAIN (Alexander), LL.D. 
MindandBody: the Theories 
of their relation. Sixth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Clothjprice 4*. 

Volume IV. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

BAKER (Sir Sherston, Bart.). 
Halleck's International 

La^v ; or Rules Regelating the 
Intercourse of States in Peace and - 
War. A New Edition, revised, with 
Notes and Cases. 3 vols. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 3&r. 

BALDWIN (Capt. J. H.), F.Z.S. 
The Large and Small Game 
of Bengal and the North-Weat- 
em Provinces of India. 4to. With 
numerous Illustrations. Second Edi- 
tion. Cloth, price 3if . 

BANKS (Mrs. Q. L.). 

God's Providence House. 

New Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3J. td. 

Ripples and Breakers. 

Poems. Square 8vo. Cloth, price 5x. 

BARING (T. C), M.A., M.P. 
Pindar in English Rhyme. 

Bein^ an Attempt to render the 
Epinikian Odes with the principal 
remaining Fragments of Pindar into 
English Rhymed^ Verse. Small 
Quarto. Cloth, price 7*. 

BARLEE (Ellen). 

Locked Out : a Tale of the 

Strike. WvtVv.a.¥xao!C\s^veKfc. "%js^ 
x6mo. Qo^yv, ^tvc^ -vs. ^id. 
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BARNES (William). 
An Outline of English 
Speechcraft Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 4f . 

BARTLEY (George C. T.). 
Domestic Economy : Thrift 

in Every Day Life. Taught in 
Dialogues suitable for Children of 
all ages. Small crown 8vo. Cloth, 
limp, %s. 

BAUR (Ferdinand), Dr. Ph. 
A Philological Introduction 
to Greek and Latin for Students. 
Translated and adapted from the 
German of. By C. Kegan Paul, 
M.A. Oxon., and the Rev. E. D. 
Stone, M.A., late Fellow of King's 
College, Cambridge, and Assistant 
Master at Eton. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price dr. 

BAYNES (Rev. Canon R. H.) 
At the Communion Time. 

A Manual for Holv Communion. 
With a preface by the Right Rev. 
the Lord Bishop of Derry and 
Raphoe. Cloth, price xs. 6d. 

%* Can also be had bound in 
French morocco, price 2S. td. ; Per- 
sian morocco, price 3J. ; Calf, or 
Turkey morocco, price 3^. td. 

Home Songs for Quiet 

Hours. Fourth and cheaper Edi- 
tion. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 2*. td. 
This may also be had handsomely 
hound in morocco with gilt edges. 

BECKER (Bernard H.). 
The Scientific Societies of 
London. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5*. 

BELLINGHAM (Henry), Barris- 
ter-at-Lawr. 

Social Aspects of Catholi- 
cism and Protestantism in their 
Civil Bearing upon Nations. 
Translated and adapted from the 
French of M. le Baron de HauUe- 
ville. With a Preface by His Emi- 
nence Cardinal Manning. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 6j. 

BENNETT (Dr. W. C). 

Narrative Poems & Ballads. 
Fcap. Svo. Sewed in Coloured Wrap- 
per, price I*. 



BENNETT (Dr. W. C.)— riw- 

Unued. 

Songs for Sailors. Dedicated 

by Special Request to H. R. H. the 
Duke of Edinburgh. With Steel 
Portrait and Illustrations. Crown 
Svo. Qoth, price xi. 6d. 

An Edition in illustrated Paper 
Covers, price is. 

Songs of a Song Writer. 

Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 
BENNIE(Rev. J. N.), M.A. 
The Eternal Life. Sermons 

preached during the last twelve jrears. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

BERNARD (Bayle). 

Samuel Lover, the Life and 
Unpublished Works of. In a 
vols. With a Steel Portrait. Post 
Svo. Cloth, price azx. 

BERNSTEIN (Prof.X 
The Five Senses of Man. 

With gz Illustrations. Second 
Edition. Crovm Svo. Qoth, 
price 5X. 

Volume XXI. of The Intemadonal 
Scientific Series. 

BETHAM - EDWARDS (Miss 

M.). 

Kitty. With a Frontispiece. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price dr. 
BISCOE (A. C). 

The Earls of Middleton, 

Lords of Clermont and of Fetter- 
cairn, and the Middleton Family 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 10*. 6d. 

BISSET (A.y 
History of the Struggle for 
Parliamentary Government in 
England. 2 vols. Demy Svo. 
Cloth, price 2^. 

BLASERNA (Prof. Pietro). 
The Theory of Sound in its 
Relation to Music. With nume- 
rous Illustrations. Second Edition. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5*. 

Volume XXII. ofPhe International 
Scientific Series. 

Blue Roses ; or, Helen Mali- 
nofska's Marriage. By the Author 
of " Vdra." 2 vols. Fifth Edition. 
Cloth, gilt tops, i2f. 

*<j* Also a Cheaper Edition m 1 
vol. With frontispiece. Crown Svo. 
\ OovVv, ^rice 6*. 
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BLUME (Major W.). 

The Operations of the 
German Armies in France, from 
Sedan to the end of the war of 1870 
71. With Map. From the Journals 
of the Head-quarters Staff. Trans- 
lated by the late E. M. Jones, Maj. 
20th Foot, Prof, of Mil. fiist., Sand- 
hurst Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 95. 

BOGUSLAWSKI (Capt. A. von). 

Tactical Deductions from 
the War of 1870-71. Translated 
by Colonel Sir Lumley Graham, 
Bart., late iSth (Royal Irish) Regi- 
ment. Third Edition, Revised and 
Corrected. Demy Svo. Cloth, price 
7*. 

BONWICK (J.), F.R.G.S. 

Egyptian Belief and Mo- 
dem Thought. Large post Svo. 
Cloth, price xor. dd. 

Pyramid Pacts and Fan- 
cies. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5^. 

The Tasmanian Lily. With 

Frontispiece. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 5^ . 

Mike Ho we, the Bushranger 
of Van Diemen's Land. With 
Frontispiece. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 5*. 

BOSWELL (R. B.), M.A., Oxon. 

Metrical Translations from 
the Greek and Latin Poets, and 
other Poems. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 5*. 

BOWEN (H.C.), M.A. 

Studies in English, for the 

use of Modem Schools. Small Crown 
Svo, Cloth, price \s. 6d. 

BOWRING (L.), C.S.I. 

Eastern Experiences. 

Illustrated with Maps and Diagrams. 
Demy Svo. Cloth, price 16*. 

BOWRING (Sir John). 

Autobiographical Recollections. 
With Memoir by Lewin B. Bowring. 
Demy Svo. Price 14J. 

BRADLEY (F. H.). 

Ethical Studies. Critical 
Essays in Moral Philosophy. Large 
post Svo. Cloth, price gs. 



BRADLEY (P. U,y-contmuid. 
Mr. Sidgwick's Hedonism : 

an Examination of the Main Argu- 
ment of "The Methods of Ethics." 
Demy Svo., sewed, price zs. td. 

Brave Men's Footsteps. 

By the Editor of " Men who have 
Risen." A Book of Example and 
Anecdote for Young People. With 
Four Illustrations by C. Doyle. 
Fifth Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 3f . 6d. 

BRIALMONT (Col. A.). 

Hasty Intrenchments. 

Translated by Lieut. Charles A. 
Empson, R. A. With Nine Plates. 
Demy Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

BROOKE (Rev. J. M. S.), M. A. 

Heart, he Still. A Sermon 

preached in Holy Trinity Church, 
Southall. Imperial 32mo. Sewed, 
price 6d. 

BROOKE (Rev. S. A.), M.A. 

The Late Rev. F. W. Ro- 
bertson, M.A., Life and Letters 
of. Edited by. 

I. Uniform with the Sermons, 
a vols. With Steel Portrait. Price 
•js. 6d. 

II. Library Edition. Svo. With 
Two Steel Portraits. Price xas. 

III. A Popular Edition, in i voL 
Svo. Price 6s. 

Theology in the English 

Poets. — COWPER, COLBRIDGB, 

Wordsworth, and Burns. Third 
Edition. Post Svo. Cloth, price gs. 

Christ in Modem Life. 

Thirteenth Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 7*. 6d. 

Sermons. First Series. Tenth 
Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Sermons. Second Series. 
Third Edition Crown Sva Qoth, 
price 7*. 

The Fight of Faith. Ser- 
mons preached on various occasions. 
Third Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price ys. 6d. 

Frederick DenisonMaurice: 

The Life and Work of. A Memorial 
Sermon. Crown Svo. Sewed, price if . 
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BROOKE (W. Q.). M. A. 

The Public Worship 
Regulation Act. With a daasified 
Statement of its Provisions, Notes, 
and Index. Third Edition, revised 
and corrected. Crown 8va CloCh, 
price y. 6d. 

Six Privy Council Judg- 
ments— x!^- 1873. Annotated by. 
Third Edition. Cnnrn 8vo. Cloth, 
price 9f . 

BROUN (J. A.). 

Magnetic Observations at 
Trevandrum and Augastia 
Malley. Vol. I. 4ta Qoth, 
IMfice 63X. 

The Report from above, separately 
sewed, pnce 21;. 

BROWN (Rev. J. Baldwin), B.A. 
The Higher Life. ItsReaHty, 

Experience, and Destiny. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
7X. 6d. 

Doctrine of Annihilation 
in the Li^ht of the Gospel 
of Love. Five Discourses. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
2J. 6d. 

BROWN Q. Croumbie), LL.D. 
Reboisement in France; or, 

Records of the Replanting of the 
Alps, the Cevennes, and the Pyre- 
nees with Trees, Herbage, and Bush. 
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price x-zs. 6d. 

The Hydrology of Southern 
Africa. Demy Svo. Cloth, price 
10s. 6d. 

BRYANT (W. C.) 
Poems. Red-line Edition. 

With 24 Illustrations and Portrait of 
the Author. Crown Svo. Cloth extra, 
price 7J. 6d. 

A Cheaper Edition, with Frontis- 
piece. Small crown Svo. Cloth, price 
3*. 6^. 

BUCHANAN (Robert). 

Poetical Works. Collected 

Edition, in 3 vols., with Portrait. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6s. each. 

Master-spirits. Post Svo. 

Cloth, price 10s. 6d. 

BULKELEY (Rev. H. J.). 

Walled in, and otYiei "Poems. 
Crown 8 vo. Cloth, price ss. 



BURCKHARDT Gacob). 

The Civilization of the Pe- 
riod of the Renmisaance in Italy. 
Aathoiized translati<»i, by S. G. C 
Middlemore. a vols. I)emy 8vo. 
Qotk» price 94s, 

BURTON (Mrs. Richard). 

The Inner Life of Sjrria, 
Palestine, and the Holy Land. 
With M^)s, PhoCograplis, and 
Coloured Plates, a vols. Second 
Edition. Demy 8va Uoth, price 
a4f. 

BURTON (Capt. Richard P.). 

The Gold Mines of Midian 
and the Ruined Midianite 
Cities. A Fortnight's Tour in 
North Western Arabia. With nu- 
merous Illnstrations. SeooiMl Edi- 
tion. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price x8f. 

CALDERON. 
Calderon's Dramas : The 

Wonder- Wen-king Magician — ^Life is 
a Dream — ^The Purgatory of St. 
Patrick. Translated by Denis 
Florence^ MacCarthy. Post Svo. 
Cloth, price 10*. 

CARLISLE (A. D.), B. A. 
Round the World in 1870. 

A Volume of Travels, with Maps. 
New and Cheaper Edition. Demy 
Svo. Cloth, pnce 6s. 

CARNE(MissE.T.). 
The Realm of Truth. Crown 

Svo. Cloth, price 5*. 6d. 

CARPENTER (E.). 

Narcissus and other 
Poems. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 

CARPENTER (W. B.), LL.D., 
M.D., F.R.S., &c. 

The Principles of Mental 

Physiology. With their Applica- 
tions to the Training and Discipline 
of the Mind, and the Study of its 
Morbid Conditions. Illustrated 
Fourth Edition. Svo. Cloth, price 
I Of. 

CAVALRY OFFICER. 

Notes on Cavalry Tactics, 

Ox^^tvvx^Mvtixi^ &.C. With Dia- 
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CHAPMAN (Hon. Mrs. E. W.). 

A Constant Heart. A Story. 
3 vols. Cloth, gilt tops, price i2j. 

Children's Toys, and some 

Elementary Lessons in General 
Knowledge which they teach. ^ I Uus- 
trated. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price $« . 

CHRISTOPHERSON (The late 
Rev. Henry), M.A. 

Sermons. With an Intro- 
duction by John Rae, LL.D., F.S.A. 
Second Series. Crown 8vo. Cloth> 
price ts. 

CLERK (Mrs. Godfrey). 

'lUm en N^s. Historical 
Tales and Anecdotes of the Times 
of the Early Khalifahs. Translated 
from the Arabic Originals. lUus- 
. trated with Historical and Explana- 
tory Notes. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 

7*- 
tLERY (C), Capt. 
Minor Tactics. With 26 

Maps and Plans. Third and revised 
Edition. DemySvo. Cloth, price xdr. 

CLODD (Edward), P.R.A.S. 

The Childhood of the 
World : a Simple Account of Man 
in Early Times. Third Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 

A Special Edition for Schools. 
Price 1*. 

The Childhood of Reli- 
gions. Including a Simple Account 
of the Buth and Growth of Myths 
and Legend^. Third Thousand. 
Crown 8va Ooth, price 5J. 

A Special Edition for Schools. 
Price I*, td. 

COLERIDGE (Sara). 

Pretty Lessons in Verse 
for Good Children, with some 
Lessons in Latin, in Easy Rhyme. 
A New Edition. Illustrated. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 3*. td. 

Phantasmion. A Fairy Tale. 

With an Introductory Preface by the 
Right Hon. Lord Coleridge, of 
Ottery St. Mary. A New Edition. 
Illustrated. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
ptice js. 6d. 
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COLERIDGE {^9lT9)— continued. 

Memoir and Letters of Sara 

Coleridg^e. Edited by her Daughter. 
With Index. 2 vols. With Two 
Portraits. Third Edition, Revised 
and Corrected. Crown 8va Cloth, 
price 24X. 

Cheap Edition. With one Portrait 
Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

COLLINS (Mortimer). 
Inn of Strange Meetings, 
and other Poems. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price $s. 

COLLINS (Rev. R.), M.A. 
Missionary Enterprise in 

the East. With specisd reference 
to the Syrian Christians of Malabar, 
and the results of modem Missions. 
With Four Illustrations. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price dr. 

CONGREVE (Richard), M.A., 
M.R.CP.L. 

Human CatholicisiQ. Two 

Sermons delivered^ at the Positivist 
School on the Festival of Humanity, 
87 and 88, January z, 1875 and 1876. 
Demy 8vo. Sewed, price zx. 

Religion of Humanity ; the 

Annual Address delivered at the 
Positivist School, zg. Chapel-street, 
Lamb's Conduit-street, W.C., on the 
Festival of Humanity, January z, 
Z878. 
COOKE (M. C), M.A., LL.D. 
Fungi; their Nature, Influ- 
ences, Uses, &c. Edited by the Rev. 
M. J. Berkeley, M.A., F.LS. 
With Illustrations. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Clotlvprice 5*. 

Volume XIV. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

COOKE (Prof. J. P.) 
The New Chemistry. With 
iz Illustrations. Fourth Edition. 
]!rown 8va Cloth^rice $s. 
Volume IX. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

Scientific Culture. Crown 

8vo. Cloth, price is. 
COOPER (T. T.), F.R.Q.8. 

The Mishmee Hills: an 

Account of a Journey made in an 
Attempt to Penetrate Thibet from 
Assam, to open New ^ Routes for 
Commerce. Second Edition. With 
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Corahill Library of Fiction 

(The). Crown 8vo. Qoth, price 

3^ . 6a. per volume. 

Half-a- Dozen Daughters. By 

J. Masterman. 

The House of Raby. By Mrs. G. 

Hooper. 

A Fight for Life. By Moy 

Thomas. 

Robin Gray. By Charles Gibbon. 

One of Two ; or, A Left- 

Handed Bride. By J. Hain Fris- 

well. 

God's Providence House. By 

Mrs. G. L. Banks. 

For Lack of Gold. By Charles 

Gibbon. 

Abel Drake's Wife. By John 

Saunders. 

Hirell. By John Saunders. 

CORY (Lieut. Col. Arthur). 
The Eastern Menace; or, 
Shadows of Coming Events. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price $s. 

lone. A Poem in Four Parts. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

Cosmos. 

A Poem. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 

COX (Rev. Sir G. W.), Bart. 
A History of Greece from 

the Earliest Period to the end of the 
Persian War. New Edition. 2 vols. 
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 3dr. 

The Mythology of the 
Aryan Nations. New Edition. 2 
vols. Demy Svo. Cloth, price 28^. 

A General History of Greece 

from the Earliest Period to the Death 
of Alexander the Great, with a sketch 
of the subsequent History to the 
present time. New Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price js. 6d. 

Tales of Ancient Greece. 

New Edition. Small Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6.y. 

School History of Greece. 

With Maps. New Edition. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 35. 6d. 

The Great Persian War 

from the Histories of Herodotus. 
New Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3J. 6d. 

A Manual 'of Mythology 

in ih& form of QuestVotv audkrvs^wex. 
New Edition. Fcap. Svo. C\o\.\v, 
price 3.?. 



COX (Rev. Samuel). 
Sal vat or Mundi ; 
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Christ the Saviour of all Men? Fifkh 
Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, prices* 

CRESSWELL (Mrs. O.). 
The King's Banner. Drama 

in Four Acts. Five Illnstrations. 
4ta CloUi, price zor. 6iL 

CROMPTON (Henry). 
Industrial Conciliation. 
Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price ax. 6tL 

CUMMINS (H. I.), M. A. 

Parochial Charities of the 
City of London. Sewed, price u. 

CURWEN (Henry). 
Sorrow and Song: Studies 

of Literary Struggle. Henry Mfliger 
— Novalis— Alexander Pet6fi — Hon- 
or^ de Balzac— Edgar Allan Foe 
— Andrd Chdnier. a vols. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price z$s. 

DANCE (Rev. C. D.). 
Recollections of Four Years 

in Venezuela. With Three Illus- 
trations and a Map. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price ^s. 6d. 

D*ANVERS(N. R.). 
The Suez Canal : Letters 

and Documents descriptive of its 
Rise and Progress m 1854-56. By 
Ferdinand de Lesseps. Translated 
by. Demy Svo. Cloth, price lo*. 6d. 

Little Minnie's Troubles. 

All E very-day Chronicle. With Four 
Illustrations by W. H. Hughes, 
Fcap. Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 

Pixie's Adventures ; or, the 

Tale of a Terrier. With 21 Illustra- 
tions. i6mo. Cloth, price 4^. 6d, 

DAVIDSON (Rev. Samuel), D.D., 
LL.D. 

The NewTestament, trans- 
lated from the Latest Greek 
Text of Tischendorf. A new and 
thoroughly revised Edition. Post 
Svo. Cloth, price 10s. 6d. 

CJanon of the Bible : Its 

"^cfrmaxxQxv, History, and Fluctua- 
\!\aw%. 'tiWiovA'^^Vtfstv, '^\saSiL crown 
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DAVIES (Q. Christopher). 
Mountain, Meadow, and 

Mere : a Series of Outdoor Sketches 
of Sport, Scenery, Adventures, and 
Natural History. With Sixteen Il- 
lustrations by Bosworth W. ^ Har- 
court Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ts. 

Rambles and Adventures 
of Our School Field Club. With 
Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5f. 

DAVIES (Rev. J. L.)> M.A. 
Theology and Morality. 

Essajrs on Questions of Belief and 
Practice. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 

IS. fid. 

DAWSON (George), M.A. 

Prayers, with a Discourse 
on Pra^^er. Edited by his Wife. 
Fifth Edition. Crown Bvp. Price 6*. 

Sermons on Disputed 
Points and Special Occasions. 
Edited by his Wife. Third Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Sermons on Daily Life and 

Duty. Edited by his Wife. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6j. 

DE L'HOSTE (Col. E. P.). 
The Desert Pastor, Jean 

Jarousseau. Translated from the 
French of Engine Pelletan. With a 
Frontispiece. New Edition. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 3^. dd, 

DENNIS (J.). 

English Sonnets. Collected 

and Arranged. Elegantly bound. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 3; . 6d. 

DE REDCLIFFE (Viscount 
Stratford), P.O., K.G., G.Q.B. 

Why am I a Christian ? 

Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3ff. 

DESPREZ (Philip S.). 
Daniel and John; or, the 
Apocalypse of the Old and that of 
the New Testament. Demy Bvo. 
Cloth, price lis, 

DE TOCQUEVILLE (A.). 
Correspondence and Con- 
versations of, with Nassau Wil- 
liam Senior, from 1834 to 1859. 
Edited by M. C. M. Simpson, ft 
Yols, Post Svo, Cloth, price axf. 



DE VERE (AubreyX 
Alexander the Great. A 

Dramatic Poem. Small crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 5f. 

The Infant Bridal, and 

Other Poems. A New and En- 
larged Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price 7*. 6d. 

The Legends of St.Patrick, 
and Other Poems. Small crown 
Svo Cloth, price 5s, 

St. Thomas of Canterbury. 

A Dramatic Poem. Large fcap. Svo. 
Cloth, price 5s. 

Antar and Zara : an Eastern 
Romance. Inisfail, and other 
Poems, Meditative and Lyrical. 
Fcap. 8vo. Price 6jp. 

The Pall of Rora, the 
Search after Proserpine, and ' 
other Poems, Meditative and LyricaL 
Fcap. Svo. Price 6s, 

DOBSON (Austin). 

Vignettes in Rh3rme and 
Vers de Socidt^. Third Edition. 
Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 5^. 

Proverbs in Porcelain. By 

the Author of" Vignettes in Rhyme " 
Second Edition. Crown Svo. 6s, 

DOWDEN (Edward), LL.D. 
Shakspere : a Critical Study 

of his Mind and Art. Third Edition. 
Large Post Svo. Ooth, price zax. 

Studies in Literature, 1789- 
1877. Large Post Svo. Cloth, price 
12s. 

Poems. Second Edition. 
Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 5s. 

DOWNTON (Rev. H.), M.A. 

Hymns and Verses. Ori- 
ginal and Translated. Small crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 

DRAPER (J. W.), M.D., LL.D. 

History of the Conflict be- 
tween Religion and Science. 

Eleventh Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 

price ss. , ^ 
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DREW (Rev. Q. S.), M.A. 

Scripture Lands in con- 
nection with their History. 
Second Edidoo. 8vo. Cloth, price 
xor. fuL 

Nazareth: Its Life and 
Lessons. Third Editun. Qown 
8va Qoth, price 5X. 

The Divine Kingdom on 
Earth as it is in Heaven. 8va 
Qoth, price xor. 6</. 

The Son of Man : His Life 
and Ministiy. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
IMfice ^s. 6iL 

DREWRY(Q. O.). M.D. 

The Common-Sense 
Management of the Stomach. 
Fourth Edition. Fcap. 8va Cloth, 
price a«. 6d, 

DREWRY (Q. O.), M.D., and 
BARTLETT (H. C), Ph.D., 
P.C.8. 

Cup and Platter : or, Notes 

on Food and its Effects. Small 8vo. 
Cloth, price or. 6d. 

DRUMMOND (Miss). 

Tripps Buildings. A Study 
from Life, with Frontispiece. Small 
crown 8vo. Cloth, price y. 6d, 

DU RAND (Lady). 

Imitations from the Ger- 
man of Spitta and Tersteg^en. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 4^. 

DU VERNOIS (Col. von Verdy). 

Studies in leading Troops. 

An authorized and accurate Trans- 
lation by Lieutenant H. J. T. 
Hildyard, 7rst Foot. Parts I. and 
II. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 

EDEN (Frederick). 

The Nile without a 

Dragoman. Second Edition. 
Crown Bvo. Cloth, price 7*. 6tL 

EDMONDS (Herbert). 

Well Spent Lives : a Series 

of Modern Biographies. Crown 8vo. 
Price 5^. 

EDWARDS (Rev. Basil). 

Minor Chords; Or, Songs 
for the Suffering*, a VoVume o^ 
Verse. Fcap. 8vo. CVoXiv, pt\ce 
jx. 6d, ; paper, price as. 6c(, 



ELLIOT (Lady Charlotte). 
Medusa and other Poems. 

Crown 8vo. Qoth, price 6r. 
ELLIOTT (Ebeneirer), The Cora 
Law Rhymer. 

Poems. Edited by his son, 

the Rev. Edwin Elliott, of St. John's, 
Antigua, a vols. Crown 8vo. Clodi, 

Erice iftr. 
rSDALE (Henry). 
Studies in Tennyson's 

Idylls. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 
ENGLISH CLERGYMAN. 
An Essay on the Rule of 
Faith and Creed of Athanasius. 
Shall the Rubric preceding the 
Creed be removed from the Prayer- 
book ? Sewed. 8va Price zx. 

Epic of Hades (The). 
By a New Writer. Anthor of 
"Songs of Two Worlds." Fifth and 
finally revised Edition. Fci^ 8vo. 
Cloth, price 7X. 6d, 

Eros Agonistes. 
Poems. By E. R D. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price y. 6d, 

Essays on the Endowment 

of Research. 

By Various Writers. 

List of Contributors. 
Mark Pattison, B. D. 
James S. Cotton, B. A. 
Charles E. Appleton, D. C. L. 
Archibald H. Saycc, M. A. 
Henry Clifton Sorby, F. R. S. 
Thomas K. Cheyne, M. A. 
W. T. Thiselton Dyer, M. A. 
Henry Nettleship, M. A 

Square crown octavo. Cloth, 
price I Of. 6d. 
EVANS (Mark). 
The Gospel of Home Life. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 41. 6d. 
The Story of our Father's 

Love, told to Children. A New 
and Cheaper Edition. With Four 
Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo. Qoth, 
price If. 6d. 

A Book of Common Prayer 
and VS^orship for Household 
Use, compiled exclusively from the 
Holy Scriptures, t'cap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price 2J. 6d. 
EX-CIVILIAN. 
Life in the Mofussil : or, 

CvNpKasv \I-Aft. 'va. \jcy««t Ben gal- 2 
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SYRB (M«J.-Gen. Sir V.). C.B., 

K.as.i.,fc. 

Lays of a Knight -Errant 



II. Elsie's Girlhood. Crown 

Eva. Clolh, price 31. bd. 

III. Elsie's Holidays at 
R OS elands. Crown 8to. 
Cloth, prioj v W. 

FERRIS (Heofy Wtybridgt). 
Poems. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, 



of l!s3 10 18(6. EdiKd Md Com- 
piled by hi^ Widow. With a Preface 

3 vols. Demy Svo. Price 301. 
PLEUINQ (Jamei), D.D. 
E arly ChristianWitnesses; 

or, Teirimomes of the FiriC Cen- 
luriK 10 the Truth of Chrisliuiity. 



the ieyerid CouiihI eoEued. Demy 
Svo. Cloth, price 3V 
POOTMAN (Rev. H.), M.A. 

From Home and Back ; or, 

Some Aipects of Sin as seen in the 
Light of the Psrable of the Prodigal. 
Croim Svo. Cloth, price jr. 

FOWLE (Rev. Edmund). 
Latin Primer Rules made 
Buy. CtowD Bvo. Ootb, price 31. 

FOWLE (Rev. T. W.>, M.A. 
The Reconciliation of Re- 
licionBi1dScieDce.BtfingE5aa.y1 

cles, Bnd the BeiW ofChrisu ' Demy 
Svo. Clmh. price loi. bd. 
FOX-BOURNE (H. R.). 
The Life of John Locke, 
1631 — 1704. 3 Tola. Delay Bvd- 
Ckth,iiri«*B>. 



I ERASER (DonaldX 

I Ezchanre Tables of Ster- 

I IJDK and Indian Rupes Curren. 



thing to One Hundred Thousand 
Pounds, and at Rates ptogreadis. in 
SixteenthiofaPHUiy. licimii. gj, 10 
ai. yi. per Rupee. Royal lio. 
QotlC price lot. id. 
FRISWBLL (J. H»ln). 
The Better Self. Essays tor 
Home Life. Crown Svo. Clo<h, 

One of Two ; or, A Left- 
Handed Bride. With a Ftonlis- 
piece. Crown Svo, Cloth, pries yi. id. 
FYTCHE' (Lieut. -Qen. Albert), 
C.S.I. , late Chief Commisianer of 

Burma Past and Present, 

with Personal Senumctncu of the 
Country. With Steel Porlraili, Chro- 
moliihf^apha, Engtavineson Wood, 
and Map. avok. Demy Svo. Cloth, 

GAHV[ER(C«pt.J.W.), R.N. 

Servia. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 

QAjtDNER (H.). 
Sunflowers. A Book of 
Verses. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price u. 

GARDNER Q.), H.D. 
Longevity: The Means of 
Prolonring Life after Middla 
Age. Fourth Edition, reviled and 
enlarged. Small crown Svo. doth, 

QARRETT (E,). 

By StUl Waters. A Story 

for Quiet Hount, With Seven lllu»- 
..__■ _. ^ ,^^ aoth,priee6i. 



Q. H. T. 



S'',* 



Crowns™. Qoll.,, 

GIBBON (Charles). 
For Lack of Gold. With a 
Frontispiece. Crown Svo. Illustrated 
Boards, price u. 

Robin Gray. With a Fron- 

d^iece. Crown Svo. Illustrated 

Autobiography and other 
MemorialB. Edited by Josiah 
Gilbert. Third Edition. With Por- 
trait and several Wood Engravings 
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Qll.l« (Rtv. W. W.). B.A. 
MvthH and Songs from the 

NiUh ruclftc. With a Preface by 
\ Ma\ NlaUrr. M.A., Professor of 
V\*»«ks\uUv* Philulogy at Oxford. 

V(>^ K«li«iou8 History of 

\WU»«^ : INtMiiliv«» Papal, and 
^S\^>^U»<. livhuUiyi tK« Evange- 
ls i*< \|(K«uH\s Vaihv^c Agitations, 
A««^i V.'hut\h IV>|Ltv»» <i the Ust half 
V>Mi»wtyv «v\v ClvHh, price i*«. 

dODWtN (WiUianOi 

William Godwin: His 
FHinda and Contemporaries. 
With Portraits and Facsimiles of the 
handwriting of Godwin and his Wife. 
Hy C Kegan Paul, a vols. Demy 
8va Qotn, price a&r. 

The Genius of Christianity 

Unveiled. lieing Rssavs never 
before published. Kdited, with a 
Preface, by C. Kegan Paul. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price yx. f>d, 

QOETZE (Capt. A. von). 

Operations of the German 
Engineers during the War of 
1870- 1871. Published by Authority, 
and in accordance with Official Docu- 
ments. Translated from the German 
by Colonel G. Graham, V.C., C.B., 
R.E. With 6 large Maps. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 21*. 

QOLDIE (Lieut. M. H. G.) 

Hebe : a Tale. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5^. 

GOODENOUGH (Commodore J. 
G.), R.N.,C.B.,C.M.G. 

Memoir of, with Extracts from 
his Letters and Journals. Edited by 
his Widow. With Steel Engraved 
Portrait. Square 8vo. Cloth, 5^. 

*<f* Also a Library Edition with 
Maps, Woodcuts, and Steel En- 
graved Portrait. Square post 8vo 
Cloth, price 14J. 

GOODMAN (W.). 

Cuba, the Pearl of the 
Antilles. Crown 8vo. Qoth, price 



GOULD (Rev. S. Barins), M.A. 
The Vicar of Morwenstow: 

a Memoir of the Rev. R. S. Hawker. 
With Portrait. Third Edition, re- 
vised. Square post 8 vo. Cloth, iac.&^ 

GRANVILLE (A B.), M. D., 
P.R.S.,&c. 

Autobiography of A. B. 
Granville, P. R. S., etc Edited, 
with a brief account of the coodnding 
' years of his life, by his yoangest 
Daughter, Paulina B. (Sranvine. a 
vols. With a Portrait. Second Edi- 
tion. Demy 8va Qoth, price yts, 

GREY (John), of Dilston. 

iohn Grey (of Dilston): 
lemoirs. By Josephine E. Bntler. 
New and Revised Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 3«. (td, 

GRIFFITH (Rev. T.), AM. 

Studies of the Divine Mas- 
ter. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price zax. 

GRIFFITHS (Capt. ArthurX 
Memorials of Millbank,and 
Chapters in Prison History'. 
With Illustrations by R. Goff and 
the Author. 2 vols. Post Bvo. Cloth, 
price 2 1 J. 

GRIMLEY (Rev. H. N.), M.A., 
Professor of Mathematics in the 
University College of Wales. 

Tremadoc Sermons, chiefly 
on the Spiritual Body, the Unseen 
World, and the Divine Humanity. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price ts. 

GRUNER(M. L.). 
Studies of Blast Furnace 

Phenomena. Translated by L. D. 
B. Gordon, F.R.S.E., F.G.S. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price ^5. 6d. 

GURNEY(Rev. Archer). 
Words of Faith and Cheer. 

A Mission of Instruction and Sugges- 
tion. Crown Bvo. Cloth, price 6*. 

First Principles in Church 
and State. Demy 8vo. Sewed, 
price IS. 6d, 



C, Kegan Paul 6- Coh Publications. 



13 



HAECKEL (Prot Ernst). 
The History of Creation. 

Translation revised by Professor £. 
Ray Lankcster, M.A., F.R.S. With 
Coloured Plates and Genealoeical 
Trees of the various groups of both 
plants and animals. 2 vols. Second 
Edition. Post 8vo. Cloth, price 32^. 

The History of the Evolu- 
tion of Man. With numerous Il- 
lustrations. 3 vols. Post 8vo. 

HAKE (A. Egmont). 

Paris Originals, with twenty 
etchings, by Li^on Richeton. Large 
post 8va Cloth, price 14;. 

Halleck's International 

Law; or. Rules Regulating the 
Intercourse of States in Peace and 
War. A New Edition, revised, with 
Notes and Cases. By Sir Sherston 
Baker, Bart, a vols. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price 38^. 

HARCOURT (Capt. A. F. P.). 
The Shakespeare Argosy. 

Containing much of the wealth of 
Shakespeare's Wisdom and Wit, 
alphabetically arranged and classi- 
fied. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price (a, 

HARDY (Thomas). 

A Pair of Blue Eyes. New 

Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6f. 

HARRISON (Lieut. -Col. R.). 

The Officer's Memoran- 
dum Book for Peace and War. 

Second Edition. Oblong^ 32mo. 
roan, elastic band and pencil, price 
3X. 6d. ; russia, 5^ . 

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.), M.A. 
Current Coin. Materialism — 

The Devil — Crime — Drunkenness — 
Pauperism — Emotion — Recreation — 
The Sabbath. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price dr. 

Speech in Season. Fourth 

Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
9*. 

Thoughts for the Times. 

Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price ^s. 6d, 



HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.)-coHttnued, 
Unsectarian Family 
Prayers, for Morning and Evening 
for a Week, with short selected 
passages from the Bible. Second 
Edition. Square crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3i. 6d. 

Arrows in the Air. Crown 

8vo. Cloth, price 6s, 

HAYMAN (H.), D. D. , late Head 
Master of Rugby School. 

Rugby School Sermons. 

With an Introductory Essay on the 
Indwelling of the Holy Spirit. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 6a. 

HELLWALD (Baron F. von). 

The Russians in Central 

Asia. A Critical Examination, 
down to the present time, of the 
Geography and History of Central 
Asia. Translated by Lieut. -Col. 
Theodore Wirgraan, LL.B. Lai^ge 
post 8vo. With Map. Cloth, 
price xzr. 

HELVIG (Major H.). 
The Operations of the Ba- 
varian Army Corps. Translated 
by Captain G. S. Schwabe. With 
Five large Maps. In 3 vols. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price a4X. 

Tactical Examples : Vol. I. 

The Battalion, price 15*. Vol. II. The 
Regiment and Brigade, price xos. 6d, 
Translated from the German by Col. 
Sir Lumley Graham. With numerous 
Diagrams. Demy 8vo. Cloth. 

HERFORD (Brooke). 
The Story of Religion in 
England. A Book for Young Folk. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

HEWLETT (Henry G.). 

A Sheaf of Verse. Fcap, 

8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 6d, 
HINTON (James). 

Life and Letters of. Edited 

by Ellice Hopkins, with an Introduc- 
tion by Sir W. W. Gull, Bart., and 
Portrait engraved on Steel by C. H. 
Jeens. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, is. 6d. 

The Place of the Physician. 

To which is added Essays on the 
Law of Human Life, and on the 
Relation between Organic and 
Inorganic Worlds. Second Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 6<;?. 
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HULL (Edmund C. P.). 
The European in India. 
With a Medical Guide for Anglo- 
Indians. By R. R. S. Mair, M.D., 
F.R.C. S.E. Third Edition, Revised 
and Corrected. Post 8va Cloth, 
price 6f. 

HUMPHREY (Rev. W.). 
Mr. Pitzjames Stephen and 
Cardinal Bellarmine. Demy 8vo. 
Sewed, price is. 

HUTCHISON (Lieut. Col. F. J.), 
and Capt.Q. H. MACGREGOR. 
Military Sketching and Re- 
connaissance. With Fifteen Plates. 
SmaJI 8vo. Cloth, prire 6*. Being 
the first Volume of Military Hand- 
books for Regimental Officers. Edited 
by Lieut.-Col. C. B. Brackenburv, 

xC A'f A. A» \jt 

IGNOTUS. 

Culmshire Polk. A Novel. 

New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 

8va Cloth, pi ice 6s. 
INCHBOLDO- W.). 

Annus Amoris. Sonnets. 

Foolscap 8vo. Cloth, price 4^. 6d. 
INGELOW (Jean). 

The Little Wonder-horn. 

A Second Series of " Stories Told to 
a Child." With Fifteen Illustrations, 
Small 8vo. Cloth, price 2s. 6d. 

Indian Bishoprics. By an 
Indian CHiurchman. Demy 8vo. 6d. 

International Scientific 
Series (The). I 

I. Porms of Water : A Fami- 
liar Exposition of the Origin and 
Phenomena of Glaciers. By J. 
TyndaU, LL.D., F.R.S. With 25 
Illustrations. Seventh Edition. Crown 
8va Cloth, price 5^ . 

II. Physics and Politics ; or, 
^ Thoughts on the Application of the 
' Principles of " Natural Selection ** 

and "Inheritance" to Political So- 
ciety. By Walter Bagehot. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 4s. 

III. Foods. By Edward Smith, 
M.D., LL.B., F.R.S. With nu- 
merous Illustrations. Fifth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price sj. 

IV. Mind and Body: The Theo- 
ries of their Relation. By Alexander 
Bain, LL.D. With Four Illustra- 
ticms. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Qoth, price 4; . 



International Scientific 
Series (The) — continued, 

V. The Study of Sociolo^. 
By Herbert Spencer. Seventh Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

VI. On the Conservation of 
Energy. By Balfour Stewart, M. A., 
LL. D. , F. R. S. With 14 Illustrations. 
Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. CLtAh, 
price 5^. 

VII. Animal Locomotion ; at^ 

Walking, Swimming, and Flying. 
By J. B. Pettigrew, M.D., F.R.S., 
etc. With 130 Illustrations. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5^. 

VIII. Responsibility in Mental 
Disease. By Henry Maudsley, 
M. D. lliird Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price $s. 

IX. The New Chemistry. By 
Professor J. P. Cooke, of the Har- 
vard University. With 31 Illustra 
tions. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5^. 

X. The Science of Law. By 
Professor Sheldon Amos. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5^. 

XI. Animal Mechanism. A 
Treatise on Terrestrial and Aerial 
Locomotion. ^ By Professor £. J. 
Marey. With 117 Illustrati<»is. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5f . 

XII. The Doctrine of Descent 
and Darwinism. By Professor Os- 
car Schmidt (Strasburg UniversityV. 
With 26 Illustrations. Third Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5^. 

XIII. The Histonr of the Con- 
flict between Religion and Sci- 
ence. By J. W. Draper, M.D., 
LL.D. Eleventh Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

XIV. Fungi ; their Nature, In- 
fluences, Uses, &c. By M. C 
Cooke, M.A., LL.D. Edited by 
the Rev. M. J. Berkeley, M.A., 
F. L. S. With numerous Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 5*. 

XV. The Chemical Effects of 
Light and Photography. By Dr. 
Hermann Vogel (Polytechnic Aca- 
demy of Berlin). With 100 Illustra- 
tions. Third and Revised Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 
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International Scientific 

Series (Th€)—«mtinued. 

ZVL The Lrife and Growth of 
Language. By William ]>wight 
Whitney. JVoTessor of Sanskrit and 
Comparative Philology in Yale Col- 
|^;e. New Haven. Second Edition. 
Crowa 8va Cloth, price 

XVII. Money and the Mecha- 
Aiam of Exchange. By W. Stan- 
Wy le^\an&. M.A., F.R.S. Fourth 
MIK*. CnmnSva Ooth, price 5«. 

XVIII. The Nature of Light : 
Wui a C-eneral Account of Physical 
€yi«o*. l^ I^. Eugene Lommd, 
]Nv«p»cr ji Phyrics in the Univer- 
slly ^~ Kila^een. ^^Ith i88 lUustra- 
ikiati »»i a taVJe d" Spectra in Chio- 
«k>l«^'^n4<^Y. Second Edition. 
Cww»4 *x«x Oc«h, price 5«. 

SIX. Amiaaal Parasites and 
lieasaaate>a. I^y Moosienr Van 
Bcnoka, ptv£etiiK.v of the University 
of L>>UNAia» V,'ofr«'S?*>"**dent of the 
lu>ii*.uie J FraiK,^ With 83 Illus- 
tzaiio>a.v ScoouJ KJ^ckmol Crown 

XX. Fcrmeatatioa. P>- Prolessor 

Sch-'-i«:::bc.'4^r. l\'CN.V,sr of the 
Che^:^-**-' I J. :>-•.' a: .ry xx the Sox- 
bo:-ae. W'ti ^^ I .. _-.::a:.v:v>. Second 
Editxa. Cr .^ ■*>.! i\ •.-. v." 1 .th, pri.-^ >s. 

XXI. The Five Senses .^ Man. 

By Prcf;r>5or l^cru^ic-:!. ol tSe Vni- 
vcrsiry ci \i3l..<. \\\-\ ji liluxtra- 
ti^ns, S«c-^ni tvi^:i.*iL v.towii Svo. 
Clxh, price 5J. 

XXII. The Theory of Sound in 
its Relation to Music. l«y l^ro- 
fcssor Pietro BLasenui. of ihc Koyul 
Univer-^ity of Rome. Wiih numerv^us 
lUustrations. Second Edition. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price >j. 

XXIII. Studies in Spectrum 
Analysis. By J. Xorm.in Lockyer. 
F.K.S. With six photo.:raphic Il- 
lustrations of .Spectra, and numerous 
engravincjs on wood. Crown Svo. 
Second Edition. Cloth, price ts. 6d. 

forthcoming Volumes, 

Prof. W. KiNGDON Clifford, M.A. 
The First Principles of the Exact 
Sciences explained to the Non-ma- 
thematical. 



International Scientific 
Series (The). 

Forthcoming Vob. — continuti, 

W. B. Carpenter, LL.D., F.R-S. 
The Physical Geography of die Sea. 

Sir John Lubbock, Bart., F.R.S. 
On Ants and Bees. 

Prot W. T. Thiselton Dyer, B. A, 
B. So. Form and Habit in Flowering 
Plants. 

Prof. Michael Foster, M.D. Pko- . 
toplasm and the Cell Theory. 

H. Charlton Bastian, M.D., 
F.R.S. The Brain as an Organ of 
Mind. 

Prof. A. C Ramsay, LL.D., F.R.S. 

Euth Sculpture: Hills, Valleys, 
Mountains, Plains, Rivers, Lakes; 
how they were Produced, and how 
they have been Destroyed. 

P. Bert (Professor of Physiology, 
Paris][. Forms of Life and other 
Cosmical Conditions. 

Prof. T. H. Huxley. TheCra3rfish: 
an Introduction to the Study of 
Zoology. 

The Rev. A Secchi, D.J., late 
Director of the Observatory at Rome. 
The Stars. 

Prof. J. Rosenthal, of the Univer- 
sity of Erlangen. General Physiology 
of Muscles and Nerves. 

Prof. A. DE QiTATREFAGES, Membrc 
de rinstitut. The Human Race. 

Prof Thurston. The Steam En- 
gine. With numerous Engravings. 

Fkancis G ALTON, F.R.S. Psycho- 
melr>'. 

T. W. JiTDD, F.R.S. The Laws of 
Volcanic Action. 

Prof. F. N. Balfour. The Em- 
bryonic Phases of Animal Life. 

J. I.uvs, Phj-sician to the Hospice 
de la Salpctri^re. The Brain and its 
Functions. With Illustrations. 

Dr. Carl Semi'ER. Animals and 
their Conditions of Existence. 

Prof. WuRTZ. Atoms and the 
Atomic Theory. 

George J. Romanes, F.L.S. Ani- 
mal Intelligence. 

Alfred W. Bennett. A Hand- 
book of Cryptogamic Botany. 
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tuns. Crown 8vo. Qolh, price sJ. 
JACOB (Maj.-Gen. Sir C. Lc 
Qnod), k!c.3.I., C.B. 
WcEtem India Before and 



Crown 8vo, Ootb^ price 7S- 6d. 
JENKINS (£'} anil RAYMO 

A Legal Handbook 



vised. Crown Svo. Clolh, price 6i. 
JBNKINS (Rev. R. C), M.A. 
The Privilege of Peter and 
the Claims or Ihe Romsn Church 
cvifronted with ihe Scriptures, thd 
Couhcils, aDd ihe Testimony of the 
PnpeslhemselTM. Fcap.Svo. Oolh, 



Painting by Djkffinger. . Square post 

8to. dolh. price 7». 6rf: 
JEVONS (W. Stanley), H.A., 

P.R.S. 

Money and the Mechanism 

of Eichaase. Fourth Edition. 

Crown 8vo. Doth, price v. 

VolumeXVII.or'nielntemlitioiial 

Scientilic Series. 
JONES (Lucy). 

Puddings and Sweets. Being 

Three Hundred and Sixty- Five 

Receipts approved hy Eiperience. 

Crown Svo., price ar. 6^. 
KAUPMANN (Rev, M.), B.A. 

Socialism : Its Nature, its 

dd^ld. Crown Bvo. Cioth.price w.W^ 
KER (David). 
The Boy Slave in Bokhara. 
A TJe of Central Asia. WiihlLlus- 

The Wild Horseman of 

the Pampaa. IlTustnited. Crown 
Svo, Ooth, price 5J, 
KERNER (Dr. A ), Professor of 
Botany in the University of 

FlowersandtheirUnbidden 
Gueeta. Translation edited by W, 
OcLB, M,A,, M.D„andaprefatDiy , 
letter by C. Darwin, F.R.S. With if- 
- ■ ). Cioth, price 91, 



The Lawsof Therapeut 



ICINAHAN(G, Henry),M,R.I,A., 
AcofherM^CBty's Geological 

Manual of the Geology of 

Ireland, Wiih 8 Plates, a6 Wood- 

cally coloured. Square Svil. Cl^ 



KING (Mrs. Hamilton). 
The Disciples. A Poem. 
Third Edition, with some Notes. 



Iloth, pr 



'i.6d. 



Aspromonte, and other 
Poems. Second Edition. Fcap. 
Bvo, Cloth: price 41. W, 
KINQSLEY (Charles), M.A. 
Letters and Memories of 
his Life. Edited by h "" 






d Portraits an 



Thirteenth Edition, a vols,, demy 
Svo- Cloth, price 36;- 

All Saints' Day and other 



dors' Libraries. Crown 3vd. aath, 

Letters to Young Men on 

Beliins and Gambling. Bvo. Hwed, 
:&"lQ&T (Afp-'c^). 
Poems. Fcap Svo. Cloth, 

.^'cORDAIRE (Rev. Pin). 
Life : Conferences delivered 



I Three Cantos. Fcaj 
3vo. Cloth, price 51. 
LAIRD-CLOWES (W,), 
Love's Rebellion: a Poem 



:rby C. Di 
tMions S 
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LAURIE (J. S.). 
Educational Course of 
Secular School Books for India: 
The First Hindustani 
Reader. Stifflinen wrapper, price 6^. 

The Second Hindustani 
Reader. Stififlinenwrapper,price6</. 

The Oriental (English) 
Reader. Book I., price 6d.\ II., 
price j^d. ; III., price gd. ; IV., 
price IS. 

Geography of India ; with 

Maps and Historical Appendix, 
tracing the Growth of the British 
Empire in Hindustan. Fcap. 8vo. 
Qoth, price is. 6d. 

LAYMAN N (Capt.). 
The Frontal Attack of 

Infantry. Translated by Colonel 
Edward Newdigate. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 2J. td. 

L. D. S. 

Letters from China and 
Japan. With Illustrated Title-page. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price js. 6a. 

LEANDER (Richard). 

Fantastic Stories. Trans- 
lated from the German by Paulina 
B. Granville. With Eight full-page 
Illustrations by M. E. Fraser-Tytler. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5^. 

LEE (Rev. F. G.), D.C.L. 
The Other World; or, 

Glimpses of the Supernatural. 2 vols. 
A New Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 15^. 

LEE (Holme). 

Her Title of Honour. A 

Book for Girls. New Edition. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 5^. 

LENOIR (J.). 

Fayoum ; or, Artists in Egypt. 
A Tour with M. Gerome and others. 
With 13 Illustrations. A New and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 3 J. 6d. 

LEWIS (Mary A.). 

A Rat with Three Tales. 

With Four Illustrations by CaxVvenivfe 
F.Frere. Crown Svo. C\ot\v,pT\ce ss. 



LOCKER (F.). 
London L3rrics. A New and 

Revised Edition, with Additions and 
a Portrait of the Author. CroMm Svo. 
Qoth, elegant, price 6s. 
. Also, an Edition for the PeofJe. 
Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price ax. 6d. 

LOCKYER (J. Norman), P.R.S. 

Studies in Spectrum Ana- 
lysis ; with six photc>graphic illus- 
trations of Spectra, and numerous 
engravings on wood. Second Edi- 
tion. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6*. 6d. 
Vol. XXIII. of the International 
Scientific Series. 

LOMMEL (Dr. E.). 

The Nature of Light : A/Tith 

a General Account of Physical Optics. 
Second Edition. With 188 Illustra- 
tions and a Table of Spectra in 
Chromo-lithography. Second Edi- 
tion. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5*. 
Volume XVIII. of The Interna^ 
tional Scientific Series. 

LORIMER (Peter), D.D. 
John Knox and the Church 

of England: HisWorkinherF*ulpit, 
and his Influence upon her Liturgy, 
Articles, and Parties. Demy Svo. 
Cloth, price i2f. 

John ^A^iclif and his 
English Precursors, by Gerhard 
Victor Lechler. Translated from 
the German, with additional Notes. 
2 vols. Demy Svo. Cloth, price 21X. 

LOTHIAN (Roxburghe). 
Dante and Beatrice from 

1282 to 1290. A Romance. 2 vols. 
Post Svo. Cloth, price 24^. 

LOVER (Samuel), R.H.A. 

The Life of Samuel Lover, 

R. H.A. ; Artistic, Literary, and 
Musical. With Selections from his 
Unpublished Papers and Correspon- 
dence. By Bayle Bernard. 2 vols. 
With a Portrait. Post Svo. Cloth, 
price 2 1 J. 

LUCAS (Alice). 

Translations from the 

Works of German Poets of the 

\%\.>cv «lTv^ \q^V\. Centuries. Fcap. 



C. Kigan Paul *• Co.'i PtAlUations. 



LYONS (R.T.).8un;-H«]. BCD- , 
E«l Army. 
A Treatise on Relapsing | 

MACAULAY (JO, M.A., M.D., 
SdlD. 



?!??, 



UAC DONALD (Q.). 
Malcolm. With Portrait of 

the Author engravrd on Steel. Fourth 
Edition. Crown Svo. Price 6.. 

The Marquis of Losaie. 

Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 

price 6i. 

St. Oeorge and St. Michael. 

UAC KENNA (5. J.]. 
Plucky Fellows. A Book 



id Edition 



Crown 8 TO. 



At School with an Old 

Swond Edition. CrovmSvo. Cloth. 



hil Military Life and Character, 
chiefly as exhibited in the General 
Otdor? of His Royal Hl^hnesi. 

tm. C^oth. price i^ ""' " 
HACNAUOHT (Rev. JohnV 
Ccena Domini: An Essay 

on the Lard's Supper, its Prioii- 
tive Institution. Apostolic Uses, 
and Subsequent History. Demy 

MAGNUSSON ^Irikr), H.A., 



MAIR (R. S.), M.D., F.R.C.8.E. 
The Medical Quide for 
Anjlo-Indians. Being a Compen- 



Crown 8vo. Limp cloth, price jj. 6J. 
MALDEN (H. E. and E. E.} 

Princes and Princesses. 

Illustrated. Small crown 8vo. Qolh, 

prices. 6^. 
UANNINa (Him Eminence Car- 

Easaya on Religion and 

Literatkire. By vuious Writers. 
Third Series. Demy 8vo. Cloth, 
price toi. <id. 
The Independence of the 

Holy See, with an Appendix con- 
taining the Papal Allocution and m 
translation. Cr. Svo. Cloth, price Ji. 

The True Story of the 



/atiCB 



Caunc 






Treatise an Terreslrial and Aerial 
S«ond Edition. Crown Svo. Goth, 

Volume XI. of The InleniatiaDa] 
Sdentific Series. 
MARRIOTT (M«J.-Ccn. W. P.), 

A Oraminar of Political 

Economy. Crown Svo. Cloth, 

Master Bobby : a Tale. By 

the Aulhor of "Christini North.'' 
With lllusnvtions by E. H. Bill. 
Eitra reap. Svo. Clotii, price 3t.W. 

HASTERMAN (J.]. 
Worth Waiting for. A New 
Novel. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 
Half-a-dozen Daugbtera, 
With A Frontispiece. Crown Hvo. 
Ooth, price 31. W. 

UAUDSLEY (Dr. H.). 
Reaponaibility in Mental 
Digeau. Third Edition. Ctoum 
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M AUGHAN (W. C). 
The Alps of Arabia; or, 
Travels through Egypt, Sinai, Ara- 
bia, and the Holy Land. With Map. 
Second Edition. Demy 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5X. 

MAURICE (C. B.X 
Lives of English Popular 
Lreaders. No. x. — Stephen Lang- 
ton. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7J.6</. 
No. 2. — ^Tyler, Ball, dnd Old- 
CASTLB. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
7f . 6d. 

Mazzini (Joseph). 

A Memoir. By E. A. V. Two 
Photog^phic Portraits. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
5*. 
MEDLEY (Lieut.-Col. J. G.),R.E. 

An Autumn Tour in the 
United States and Canada. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

MEREDITH (George). 

The Ordeal of Richard Fe- 

verel . A History of Father and Son. 

In one vol. with Frontispiece. Crown 

8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 
MICKLETHWAITE (J. T.), 

F.S.A. 

Modern Parish Churches : 

Their Plan, Design, and Furniture. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 7^. 6d. 

MIDDLETON (The Lady). 

Ballads. Square i6mo. Cloth, 

price 3f . 6d. 

MILLER (Edward). 
The History and Doctrines 
of Irvineism ; or, the so-called Ca- 
tholic and Apostolic Church. 2 vols. 
Large post Svo. Cloth, price 25^. 

MILLER (Robert). 
The Romance of Love. 
Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 5s. 

MILNE (James). 
Tables of Exchange for the 

Conversion of Sterling Money into 
Indian and Ceylon Currency, at 
Rates from is. Sd. to 2s. -^a. per 
Rupee. Second Edition. Demy 
Svo. Cloth, price £2 2s. 

MIVART (St. George), F.R.S. 

Contemporary Evolution : 

An Essay on some recent Social 
Changes. Post Svo. Cloth, price 
7*. 6a. 



MOCKLER (E.). 
A Grammar of the Baloo- 
chee Language, as it is spoken in 
Makran (Ancient Gedrosia), in the 
Persia-Arabic and Roman characters* 
Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 5*. 

MOFFAT (Robert Scott). 
The Economy of Consump- 
tion; an Omitted Chapter in Political 
Economy,^ with special reference to 
tl>e Questions of Commercial Crises 
and the Policy of Trades Unions ; and 
with Reviews of the Theories of Ad^n 
Smith, Ricardo, J. S. Mill, Fawcett, 
&c. Demy Svo. Cloth, price i8r. 

The Principles of a Time 

Policy : being an Exposition of a 
Method of Settling Disputes between 
Employers and Employed in regard 
to Time and Wa^es, by a simple Pro- 
cess of Mercantile Barter, without 
recourse to Strikes or Locks-out. 
Reprinted from "The Economy of 
Consumption," with a Prefa«» and 
Appendix containing Observations on 
some Reviews of that book, and a Re- 
criticism of the Theories of Ricardo 
and J. S. Mill on Rent, Value, and 
Cost of Production. Demy Svo. 
Cloth, price 3*. 6(1. 

MOLTKE (Field- Marshal Von). 
Letters from Russia. 

Translated by Robina Napier. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price dr. 
MOORE (Rev. D.), M.A. 
Christ and His Church. 

By the Author of ** The Age and the 
Gospel," &c. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 3^. 6d. 
MORE (R. Jasper). 

Under the Balkans. Notes 

of a Visit to the District of Philip- 
popolis in 1876. With a Map and 
Illustrations from Photographs. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

MORELL CJ. R.)- 
Euclid Simplified in Me- 
thod and Language. Being a 
Manual of Geometry. Compiled from 
the most important French Works, 
approved by the University of Paris 
and the Minister of Public Instruc- 
tion. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 2s. 6d, 

MORICE (Rev. F. D.), M.A. 
The Olympian and Pythian 
Odes of Pindar. A New Transla- 
tion in English Verse. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 
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MORLEY (Susan)— cw//««^</. 
Margaret Chetwynd. A 

Novel. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth- 

MORSE (E. S.), Ph.D. 
First Book of Zoology. 

With numerous Illustrations. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price s*. 

MORSHEAD (E. D. A.) 
The Agamemnon of ^s- 

chylus. Translated into English 
verse. With an Introductory Essay. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price s* . 

MUSGRAVE (Anthony). 
Studies in Political Eco 
nomy. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6*. 

NAAKE (J. T.). 
Slavonic Fairy Tales. 

From Russian, Servian, Polish, and 
Bohemian Sources. With Four Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

NEWMAN (J. H.), D.D. 
Characteristics from the 
Writings of. Being Selections 
from his various Works. Arranged 
with the Author's personal approval. 
Third Edition. With Portrait. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price df. 
%* A Portrait of the Rev. Dr. J. H. 
Newman, mounted for framing, can 
be had, price 2.S. 6d. 

NEW WRITER (A). 
Songs of Two Worlds. 

Third Edition. Complete in one 
volume with Portrait. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

The Epic of Hades. Fourth 

and finally revised Edition. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price js. 6d. 

NICHOLAS (Thomas), Ph. D., 
F.G.S. 
The Pedigree of the English 

People: an Argument, Historical 
and Scientific, on the Formation and 
Growth of the Nation, tracing Race- 
admixture in Britain from the earliest 
times, with especial reference to the 
incorporation of the Celtic Abori- 
gines. Fifth edition. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price idr. 

NICHOLSON (Edward B.), Li- 
brarian of the London Institution. 
The Christ Child, and other 
Poems. Crown 8vo. Qoth, price 
\s. 6d, 



NOAKE (Major R. Compton). 
The Bivouac ; or, Martial 
Lyrist, with an Appendix — Advice to 
the Soldier. Fcap. 8vo. Prices*. 6</. 

NOBLE (J. A.). 

The Pelican Papers. 

Reminiscences and Remains of a 
Dweller in the Wilderness. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 
NORMAN PEOPLE (The). 
The Norman People, and 

their Existing Descendants in the 
British Dominions and the United 
States of America. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price 21*. 

NORRIS (Rev. Alfred). 
The Inner and Outer Life 

Poems. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 6*. 

Northern Question (The) ; 

Or, Russia's Policy in Turkey un- 
masked. DemySvo. Sewed, price i*. 

Notes on Cavalry Tactics, 

Organization, &c. By a Cavalry 

Officer. With Diagrams. DemySvo. 

Cloth, price X2S. 
NOTREGE (John), A.M. 

The Spiritual Function of 

a Presbyter in the Church of 

England. Crown 8vo. Cloth, red 

edges, price 3^. 6d. 
O'BRIEN (Charlotte G.). 

Light and Shade. 2 vols. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, gilt tops, price 

12s. 

Oriental Sporting Magazine 
(The). 

A Reprint of the first 5 Volumes, 
in 2 Voltunes. Demy 8vo. Cloth, 
price 28r. 

Our Increasing Military Dif- 
ficulty, and one Way of Meetbg it 
Demy 8vo. Stitched, price i*. 

PAGE (Capt. S. P.). 
Discipline and Drill. Cheaper 

Edition. Crovm 8vo. Price is. 

PALGRAVE, (W. Gifford). 
Herrr:ann Agha ; An Eastern 
Narrative. Third and Cheaper Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6*. 

PANDURANG HARI ; 
Or, Memoirs of a Hindoo. 

With an Introductory Preface by Sir 
H. Bartle E. Frere, G.aS.i., C.R 
Cronm 8va Price 6s, 



22 



A List of 



PARKER (Joseph), D.D. 
The Paraclete : An Essay 
on the Personality and Mimstry of 
the Holy Ghost, with some reference 
to current discussions. Second Edi- 
tion. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price lu. 

PARR (Harriet). 
Echoes of a Famous Year. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price %s. 6d. 

PARSLOE Qoseph). 
Our Railways : Sketches, 
Historical and Descriptive. With 
Practical Information as to Fares, 
Rates, &c., and a Chapter on Rail- 
way Reform. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price (a. 

PAUL (C. Kegan). 
Goethe's Faust. A New 

Translation in Rime. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6s. 

WiUiam Godwin : His 
Friends and Contemporaries. 
With Portraits and Facsimiles of the 
Handwriting of Godwin and his 
Wife, a vob. Square post 8vo. 
Cloth, price aSjr. 

The Genius of Christianity 

Unveiled. Being Essays by William 
Godwin never before published. 
Edited, with a Preface, by C. 
Kegan Paul. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 7^. 6d. 
PAUL (Margaret Agnes). 

Gentle and Simple : A Story. 
2 vols. Crown Svo. Cloth, gilt tops, 
price J2S. 
PAYNE (John). 

Songs of Life and Death. 

Crown Svo Cloth, price 5*. 
PAYNE (Prof. J. F.). 
Lectures on Education. 

Price 6d. each. 

II. FrSbel and the Kindergarten 
System. Second Edition. 
A Visit to German Schools : 
Elementary Schools in Ger- 
many. Notes of a Professional Tour 
to inspect some of the Kindergartens, 
Primary Schools, Public Girls 
Schools, and Schools for Technical 
Instruction in Hamburgh, Berlin, 
Dresden, Weimar, Gotha, Eisenach, 
in the autumn of 1874. With Critical 
Discussions of the General Principles 
and Practice of Kindergartens and 
other Schemes of Elementary Edu- 
cation. Crown Svo. C\oO\, price 
4S.6d. 



PEACOCKS (Qeoreiana). 
Rays from the Southern 

Cross: Poems. Crown Svo. With 
Sixteen Full-page Illustrations 
by the Rev. P. WaJsh. C3oth el^ant, 
price los. 6d. 

PELLETAN (E.). 

The Desert Pastor, Jean 

Jarousseau. Translated from the 
French. By Colonel E. P. De 
L'Hoste. With a Frontispiece. New 
Edition. Fcap. Svo. ClotH, price 
3f . 6d. 

PENNELL (H. Cholmondeley). 

Pegasus Resaddled. By 

the Author of " Puck on Pegasus," 
&c. &c. With Ten FuU-paee Illus- 
trations hy Geoige Du Manrier. 
Second Edition. Fcap. 4to. Cloth 
elegant, price izr. 6d, 

PENRICE (Miu. J.), B.A. 

A Dictionary and Glossary 
oftheKo-ran. With copious Gram- 
matical References and Explanations 
of the Text. 4to. Qoth, price su. 

PERCIVAL (Rev. P.). 

Tamil Proverbs, with their 
English Translation. Containing 
upwards of Six Thousand Proverbs. 
Third Edition. Demy Svo. Sewed, 
price gs. 

PESCHEL (Dr. Oscar). 

The Races of Man and 
their Geographical Distribution. 
Large crown Svo. Cloth, price 9*. 

PETTIGREW (J. Bell), M.D., 
F.R.S. 

Animal Locomotion ; or, 

Walking, Swimming, and Flying. 

With 130 Illustrations. Second Edi- 

ion. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5*. 

Volume VII. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

PFEIFFER (Emily). 

Glan Alarch: His Silence 
and Song. A Poem. Crown Svo. 
price 6s. 

Gerard's Monument and 
Other Poems. Second Edition. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Poems. Crown Svo. Cloth, 



C Kegan Paul 6* Co.^s Publications. 



23 



PIQQOT (J.), P.S.A., F.R.G.S. 

Persia — Ancient and Mo- 
dem. PostSvo. Cloth, price xof. 6</. 

PLAYPAIR (Lieut.. Col.). Her 
Britannic Majesty's Consul-General 
in Algiers. 

Travels in the Footsteps of 
Bruce in Aleeria and Tunis. 
Illustrated by facsimiles of Bruce's 
original Drawings, Photographs, 
Maps, &c. Royal 4to. Cloth, 
bevelled boards, gilt leaves, price 

POOR (Henry V.). 

Money and its Laws, em- 
bracing a History of Monetary 
Theories and a History of the Cur- 
rencies of the United States. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 2xs. 

POUSHKIN (A. S.). 
Russian Romance. 

Translated from the Tales of Belkin, 
etc. By Mrs. J. Buchan Telfer (ttie 
Mouravieff). Crown 8vo. Qoth, 
price 7^ . 6a, 

POWER (H.). 

Our Invalids : How shall 
>ve Employ and Amuse Them ? 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 3f. 6d, 

POWLETT (Lieut. N.), R.A. 

Eastern Legends and 

Stories in Enp^lish Verse. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 51. 

PRESBYTER. 
Unfoldings of Christian 

Hope. An Essay showing that the 
Doctrine contained in the Damna- 
tory Clauses of the Creed commonly 
called Athanasian is unscripturaf. 
Small crown 8vo. Cloth, price 4^ . 6d* 

PRICE (Prof. Bonamy). 

Currency and Banking. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s, 

Chapters on Practical Poli- 
tical Economy. Being the Sub- 
stance of Lectures delivered before 
the University of Oxfotd. Lai^e 
post 8vo. Qotb, price xsf . 



PROCTOR (Richard A.), B.A. 
Our Place among Ixifinities. 

A Series of Essays contrasting our 
little abode in space and time with 
the Infinities around us. To which 
are added Essays on ''Astrology," 
and'/The Jewish Sabbath." Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
6s. 

The Expanse of Heaven. 

A Series of Essays on the Wonders 
of the Firmament. With a Frontis- 

?iece. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 
:ioth, price 6s. 

Proteus and Amadeus. A 

Correspondence. Edited by Aubrey 
DeVere. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 51. 
PUBLIC SCHOOLBOY. 
The Volunteer, the Militia- 
man, and the Regular Soldier.* 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5^. 

Punjaub (The) and North 

Western Frontier of India. By an 
old Punjaubee. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 

price 5J. 

RAM (James). 
The Philosophy of War. 

Small Crown 8vo. Cloth, price js. 6d, 
READ (Carveth). 
On the Theory of Logic : 

An Essay. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6s. 

REANEY (Mrs. Q. S.). 
Blessing and Blessed; a 

Sketch of Girl Life. With a frontis- 
piece. Crown 8vo. Cloth, {nice 5;. 

Waking and Working ; or, 
from Girlhood to Womanhood. 
With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price $s. 

Sunshine Jenny and other 

Stories. Three Illustrations. Royal 
i6mo. Cloth, price xs. 6d. 

Sunheam Willie, and other 
Stories. Three Illustrations. Royal 
i6mo. Cloth, price is. 6eL 

RHOADES (James). 
Timoleon. A Dramatic Poem. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 5^. 

RIBOT (Prof. Th.i 
English Psycnology. Se- 
cond Edition. A Revised and Cor- 
rected Translation from the latest 
Ftenctv Ed&tUMu \ii^ev^ vaift. Vv^ 



RIBOT(Pro[. Th.)— antfrnwrf. 
Heredity ; A Psychological 
Study on in Phenomenll. its Laws, 



ROBERTSON (The Late Rev. 
F. W.). M.A., of Brighton. 
Notes on Genesis. Tbiid 
Edition. Ctown Syo.. price 51. 

Ntw aitd Cluafe' Ediliim, :— 
The Late Rev. P. W. 
RobEmon, H.A., Life and Let- 
ten oi. Edited by the Ret. Stop- 
Gird Brooke, M.A., Chaplain in Or- 
dinary to the Queen. 

I. 9 vdU., nnifonn with ihe S«- 
nons. With Steel Poruait. Ctown 
Bvo. Cloth, price ;(. id. 

II. Library Edition, 



ROBINSON (A. Utry F.). 
A Handful of Honej- 
suckle. Fcap. Bvo. Cloth, piiM 

RODWELL (Q. P.), F.R.AS, 

Etna : a History of the 
Mounlain and its Eniptioni. 

WiUiMapsandlUujlrations. Squan 
8.0, Cloth, price (H. ^ 

H08S <Mr«. E.), (■•Nelsie Brook^ 
Daddy's Pet. A Slcetch 

ftom Humble Life, With SU Illoi. 
tialiona. Royal i6mo. Cloth, jike 

RUSSELL (E. R.). 
Irving as Hamlet. SecMid 
Edition. Demy a™. Sewed, price 

RUSSELL (Major Fruk S.). 
Ruaaian Wara wiihTurkey, 
Past and PrcMTit. With Two Mtqe. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo-jnceCi. 

RUTHERFORD (John). 
The Secret History of the 
Fenian Conspiracy; its Origin, 



with Two Steel Fort 



Cloth 



III. A Popolar Edition, in i vol. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 61. 

Sermons. Four Series. Smdl 
crtiwnSva. Cloth, price 31. &iL each. 
Expoaitory Lectures on 
St. Paul's Epistles to the Co- 
rinthians. A New Edition. Sinsll 
crown Svo. Cloth, price ji. 
Lectiu^s and Addresses, 
with other literary remiin^ A New 
Edition. CiownSvo. Cloth, price 51. 
An Analysis of Mr. Tenny- 
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SADLER (S. W.), R.N. 

The African Cruiser. A 
Midshipman's Adventures on ibl 
West Coast. With Three Illusua- 
tions. Second Edition. Crown Svo. 
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Cloth, price 
SAUNDERS (Katherine). 
Gideon's Rock, and other 
Stories. Crown Svo. Ciolh, price 61. 
Joan MerTyweather,and other 

Stories. Crown Bvo. Cloth, price 6t. 

MaigaieC and Elizabeth. 

A Story of the Sea. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 61. 

Israel Mort, Overman ; 
a Story of the Mine. Crown Bvo. 
Price 61, 
Hirell. Wiih Frontispiece. 

Cheap Edition. With Frontis- 
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SAUNDERS Uoiiay-tmHtBud. 
Abel Drake's Wife. With 

FroncispiKt Ciown Bvo. Clolh, 



SCHELL (Milj. von). 
The Operations of the 
Pint Amiy under Gen. Von 
Goeben. Translawd brCol. C. H. 
ion Wrighu Four M«pi. Demy 
Sto. Clolh, pride ^. 
The Operations of the 



K O. HollUt. 
SCHELLBNDORF, (MiiJ,-Qen. 



SCHERFP (Maj. W. von). 
Studies in the New In- 
rintry TucILcb. Pane I. and II. 
Tnnslaied from ihe Germu by 
Colonel Luinley Graham. Demy 
Sto. CUKh, price ji. 6d. 

SCHMIDT <Pror. Oicv). 

The Doctrine of Descent 

and Darwinism. Wiih 16 Illus- 
trations Third Edillon. Ctown 
Bvo. Clulh pricey. 
Volume Xn. of The Intemadoosl 



leXX. ofThelm. 



SENIOR (N. W.). 

Alexia De Tocqueville. 

Correspondeoce uid Conieiutiou 
with Nassau W. Senior, from 1833 to 
1859. Edilfd by M. C. M. Simpson. 

Journals Kept in France 
and Italy. From 184B to iBji. 
With a Sketch of the Reyolutioa of 
1S43. Edited by hii Daughter. M. 
C. M. Simpson.' . voU. I'o.t Svo. 

Seven Autumn Leaves from 

Fairyland. lUustmed with Nine 
Etchings, Square crown Bvo. Ctoth, 

SfeYD^Em'eiit), F,3.S. 
The FaU in the Price of 

c«, and their Possible Avoidaoce, 
with Special Reference to India. 

1 Aim EI 

tlounlai 

■ated by the Campaign of 1799 in 



Kemarti. Demy flvc Clolh, ptK. ifil 
SHAKSPEARE (CharlM). 
Saint Paul at Athens 
Spiritual Christianity in Relation ti 
some Aspects of Modem Thought 
Nine Sermons pnached al St. Sie 
phen's Chnnh, Westbooine Pari: 
With Prebce by the Rev. Canm 
" I11.AH. Crown Bvo. Cloth, price 51 



8C0T'?'(TA'. T.). 
Antiquities of an Essex 



8™. Clolh, price 3J. 6rf. 

Seeking hia Fortune, and 

other Stories. With Four Illnslra- 
tions. Crown 8vo.aoth, price 3».W. 






Also, a 



SHELLEY (Lady). 
Shelley Memotiala from 
Authentic Sourcea. With (now 
lint printed) an Essay on Christian- 
ily by Percy Bysshe Shell™. With 
Portrait. Third Edition. CrowB 
8vo. Ooth, price s». 

SHERMAN (Oen. W. T.). 

Memoirs of Oeneral W. 

T. Sherman, Commander of the 



inlhell 



Map. Dcin^ 8va Cli 
Copyright Eit^tisk Edi 



Cloth, p 
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8HILLITO (Rev. Joseph). 

Womanhood : its Duties, 
Temptations, and Privileges. A Book 
for Young Women. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Price 3^. 6d. 

SHIPLEY (Rev. Orby), M.A. 

Church Tracts, or Studies 
in Modem Problems. By various 
Writers. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. Qoth, 
price ss. each. 

8HUTE (Richard), M.A. 
A Discourse on Truth. 

Large Post 8vo. Cloth, price gs, 

8MEDLEY (M. B.). 

Boarding-out and Pauper 
Schools^ for Girls. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price y. 6d, 

SMITH (Edward), M.D., LL.B., 
F.R.S, 

Health and Disease, as In- 
fluenced by the Daily, Seasonal, and 
other Cyclical Changes in the Human 
System. A New Edition. Post 8va 
Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

Foods. Profusely Illustrated. 
Fifth Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 5^, 

Volume III. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

Practical Dietary for 
Families, Schools, and the La- 
bouring Classes. A New Edition. 
Post Svo. Cloth, price 3^. 6d. 

Tubercular Consumption 
in its Early and Remediable 
Stages. Second Edition. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

SMITH (Hubert). 

Tent Life with English 
Gipsies in Norway. With Five 
full-page Engravings and Thirty-one 
smaller Illustrations by Whymper 
and others, and Map of the Country 
showing Routes. Third Edition. 
Revised and Corrected. Post Svo. 
Cloth, price 21J. 

Songs of Two Worlds. By 

the Author of " The Epic of Hades." 
Fourth Edition. Corap\ele \tv otve 
Voi ume, with Portrait. Ycap ^vo. 
Cloth, price 75. 6<£. 



Songs for Music. 

By Four Friends. Sqtiare crown 
8vo. Cloth, price cr. 
Containing songs by R^;iiULld A. 
Gattv, Stephen H. Ga^, Greville 
J. Chester, and Jcdiana Urmsxg. 

SPENCER (Herbert). 
The Study of Sociology. 

Seventh Edition. Crown 8va Qodi, 
price 5^ . 

Volume v. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

SPICER (H.). 
Otho's Death Wager. A 

Dark Page of History Illustrated. 
In Five Acts. Fcapi 8vo. Qoth, 
price 5f. 

STAPLETON (John). 
The Thames : A Poem. 

Crown 8va Qoth, price 6s, 

STEPHENS (Archibald John), 
LL.D. 

The Folkestone Ritual 
Case. The Substance of the Aigu- 
ment deliyered before the Judicial 
Committee of the Privy Council. On 
behalf of the Respondents. Demy 
Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

STEVENSON (Robert Louis). 
An Inland Voyage. With 
Frontispiece by Walter Crane. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d, 

STEVENSON (Rev. W. F.). 
Hymns for the Church and 

Home. Selected and Edited by the 
Rev. W. Fleming Stevenson. 

The most complete Hymn Book 
published. 

The Hymn Book consists of Three 
Parts :— I. For Public Worship.— 
II. For Family and Private Worship. 
—III. For Children. 
*#* Published in various fomu and 
prices f the latter ranging from Sd, 
to 6s. Lists and full particulars 
will be /umished on application to 
the Publishers. 

STEWART(Prof. Balfour), M.A., 
LL.D., F.R.S. 

On the Conservation of 

Energy. Fifth Edition. With 
Fourteen Engravings. Crown 8va 



C. Kegan Paid 6r» Co,^s Publications. 
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STONEHEWER (Agnes). 

Monacella : A Legend of 

Nortk Wales. A Poem. Fcap. 8yo. 

Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 
STORR (Francis), and TURNER 

(Hawes). 

Canterbury Chimes ; or, 

Chaucer Tales retold to Children. 
With Illustrations from the EUes- 
mere MS. Extra Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3J. 6d. 
STRETTON (Hesba). Author of 
"Jessica's First Prayer." 

Michel Lorio's Cross and 

other Stories . With Two Illustra- 
tions. Royal i6mo. Cloth, price if. 6</. 

The Storm of Life. With 

Ten Illustrations. Twenty-firstThou- 
sand. Royal i6mo. Cloth^price if . 6^. 
The Crew of the Dolphin. 

Illustrated. Fourteenth Thousand. 
Royal i6mo. Cloth, price is. 6d, 

Cassy. Thirty-eighth Thou- 
sand. With Six Illustrations. Royal 
i6mo. Cloth, price is. 6d. 

The King's Servants. 

Forty-third Thousand. With Eight 
Illustrations. Royal i6mo. Cloth, 
price IS. 6d 

Lost Gip. Fifty-ninth Thou- 
sand. With Six Illustrations. Royal 
i6mo. Cloth, price is. 6d. 
%* Also a handsomely bound Edi- 
tion^ ivith Twelve Illustrations^ 
Price 2j. td. 

David Lloyd's Last Will. 
With Four Illustrations. Royal 
x6mo., price -zs. 6d, 

The Wonderful Life. 
Thirteenth Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price or. 6d. 
A Night and a Day. With 
Frontispiece. Twelfth Thousand. 
Royal i6mo. Limp cloth, price td. 

Friends till Death. With 

Illustrations and Frontispiece. 
Twenty-fourth Thousand. Royal 
x6mo. Cloth, price is. 6d. ; limp 
cloth, price 6d. 

Two Christmas Stories. 

With Frontispiece. Twenty-first 
Thousand. Royal i6mo. Limp 
cloth, price 6d. 

Michel Lorio's Cross, and 

Left Alone. With Frontispiece. 
Fifteenth Thousand. Royal z6mo. 
Limp cloth, price 6d. 
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STRETTON (He8bay-<outmued, 
Old Transome. With 

Frontispiece. Sixteenth Thousand. 
Royal T6mo. Limp cloth, pnce 6d. 

%* Taken from "The King's 
Servants." 

The Worth of a Baby, and 
how Apple-Tree Court was 
won. Wim Frontispiece. Nineteenth 
Thousand. Royal z6ma Limp 
cloth, price 6d. 

Through a Needle's Eye: 

a Story. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
gilt top, price las. 

STUBBS (Lieut.-Colonel P. W.) 
The Regiment of Bengal 
Artillery. The History of its 
Organization, Equipment^ and War 
Services. Compiled from Published 
Works, Official Records, and various 
Private Sources. With numerous 
Maps and Illustrations. Two Vols. 
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 39s. 

STUMM (Lieut. Hugo), German 
Military Attach^ to the Khivan Ex- 
pedition. 

Russia's advance Bast- 
ward. Based on the Official R«)orts 
of. Translated by Capt. C. £. H. 
Vincent. With Map. Crown 8va 
Cloth, price 6s. 

SULLY (James), M.A. 
Sensation and Intuition. 
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price tos. 6d, 

Pessimism : a History and 
a Criticism. Demy 8vo. Pnce 14^. 

Sunnyland Stories. 

By the Author of " Aunt Mary's Bran 
Pie." Illustrated. Small 8vo. Qoth, 
price 3X. 6d. 

Supernaturalin Nature, The. 

A Verification by FreeUse of Science. 
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 14s. 

Sweet Silvery Sa3dngs of 
Shakespeare. Crown 8vo. cloth 
gilt, price 7^. 6d. 

SYME (David). 
Outlines of an Industrial 

Science. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 6s, 

Tales of the Zenana. 

By the Author of " Pandurang 
Hari." a vols. Crown. 8vo, Os*JaM» 
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TAYLOR (Rev. J. W. A.), M.A. 

Poems. Fcap. "Svo. Cloth, 
price 5^ . 

TAYLOR (Sir H.). 
Works Complete. Author's 
Edition, in s vols. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price fix. each. 

Vols. I. to III. containing the 
Poetical Works, Vob. IV. and V. 
the Prose Works. 

TAYLOR (Col. Meadows), C.S.I., 
M.R.I.A. 

A Noble Queen : a Romance 

of Indian History. 3 vols. Crown 
8vo. Cloth. 

Seeta. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 

Cloth. 

The Confessions of a Thug. 

Crown 8va Qoth, price 6*. 

Tara : a Mahratta Tale. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6f. 

TELPER(J. Buchan), P.R.Q.S., 
Commander R.N. 

The Crimea and Trans- 
Caucasia. With numerous Illus- 
trations and Maps. 2 vols. Medium 
Svo. Second Edition. Cloth, price 
36^. 

TENNYSON (Alfred). 

The Imperial Library Edi- 
tion. Complete in 7 vols. Demy Svo. 
Cloth, price £,■>, 13J. 6</. ; in Rox- 
burgh binding, C^ is. 6d. 

Author's Edition. Complete 
in 6 Volumes. Post Svo. Cloth gilt ; 
or half-morocco, Roxburgh style : — 

Vol. I. Early Poems, and 
English Idylls. Price dr. ; Rox- 
burgh, 7^. 6d. 

Vol. II. Locksley Hall, 
Lucretius, and other Poems. 
Price 6s. ; Roxburgh, 7^. 6d. 

Vol. hi. The Idylls of 

the King (^Complete). Price 7.^. td.\ 
Roxburgh, 9^. 

Vol. IV. The Princess, 
and Maud. Price (is.\ Roxburgh, 
IS. 6d. 

Vol. v. Enoch Arden, 
and In Memoriam. Price ts. ; 
Roxburgh, 7*. 6d. 



TENNYSON {AMrcdy-tmHrnutL 
Vol. VI. Dramas. Price 7x.; 

Roxburgh, Zs. 6d, 

Cabinet Edition. 12 yoI- 
umes. Each with Fronti^iece. Fcap. 
Svo. Cloth, price zr. 60, each. 

Cabinet Edition. la vols. Com- 
plete in handsome Ornamental Case. 

Pocket Volume Edition. 

13 vols. In neat case, 36^. Ditto^ 
ditto. Extra cloth gilt, in case, ^as. 

The Guinea Edition of the 

Poetioil and Dramatic Works, com- 
plete in 12 volumes, neatly bomid 
and enclosed in box. Cloth, price 
2 If. French morocco, price 3Zf. 6d. 

The Shilling Edition of the 

Poetical and Dramatic Works, in X3 
vols., pocket size. Price is. each. 

The Crown Edition. Com- 
plete in X volume, strongly bound in 
cloth, price 6s. Cloth, extra gilt 
leaves, price 7*. 6d. Roxburgh, 
half morocco, price 8j. 6d. 

%* Can also be had in a variety 
of other bindings. 

Original Editions : 
Poems. Small Svo. Cloth, 

price 6s. 

Maud, and other Poems. 
Small Svo. Cloth, price 3J. 6d. 

The Princess. Small Svo. 

Cloth, price 3^. 6c/. 

Idylls of the King. Small 

8vo. Cloth, price $5. 

Idylls of the King. Com- 
plete. Small Svo. Cloth, price 6*. 

The Holy Grail, and other 
Poems. Small Svo. Cloth, price 
4^. 6d. 

Gareth and L3mette. Small 

Svo. Cloth, price 3J. 

Enoch Arden, &c. Small 

Svo. Cloth, price 3J. 6d. 

In Memoriam. Small Svo. 
Cloth, price 4r. 



C. Kegan Paul 6* Coh Publications. 
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TBNNYSON ( Alfred)^ tfM/£w«/^ 
Queen Mary. A Drama. 

New Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price (a. 

Harold. A Drama. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 6j. 

Selections from Tenny- 
son's Works. Super royal i6mo. 
Cloth, price 3*. td. Cloth gilt extra, 
price 4^. 

Songs from Tennyson's 

Works. Super royal x6mo. Cloth 
extra, price 3*. td. 

Also a cheap edition. lomo. 
Clodi, price 2J. dd. 

Idylls of the King, and 

other Poems. Illustrated by Julia 
Margaret Cameron. 2 vols. Folio 
Half-bound morocco, cloth sides, 
price ;^6 6f. each. 

Tennyson for the Young and 
for Recitation. Specially arranged. 
Fcap. 8vo. Price w. 6^. 

Tennyson Birthday Book. 

Edited by Emily Shakespear. 32mo. 

Cloth limp, 2J. ; cloth extra, 3J. 
THOMAS (Moy). 

A Fight for Life. With 

Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 

price 3J. dd. 
THOMPSON (Alice C). 

Preludes. A Volume of 

Poems. Illustrated by Elizabeth 
Thompson (Painter of "The Roll 
Call "). 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. W. 

THOMPSON (Rev. A. S.). 
Home Words for Wan- 
derers. A Volume of Sermons. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6*. 

THOMSON G- Turnbull). 
Social Problems ; or, an In- 
quiry into the Law of Influences. 
With Diagrams. Demy 8vo. Cloth, 
price las. td. 

Thoughts in Verse. 

Small Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ij. td. 

THRING (Rev. Godfrey), B.A. 
Hymns and Sacred Lyrics. 

Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

TODD (Herbert), M.A. 
Arvan ; or, The Story of the 
Sword. A Poem. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 7*. dd. 



TODHUNTER (Dr. J.) 

Laurella; and other Poems. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6j. td, 

TRAHERNE (Mrs. A.). 

The Romantic Annals of 
a Naval Family, A New and 
Cheaper ^ Edition. Crown 8vo. 
CJoth, price sj. 

TREMENHEERE (Lieut. -Gen. 
C. W.) 

Missions in India: the 

System of Education in Government 
and Mission Schools contrasted. 
Demy 8vo. Sewed, price 2f. 

TURNER (Rev. C. Tennyson). 

Sonnets, Lyrics, and Trans- 
lations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 

TYNDALLGohn),L.L.D.,F.R.S. 

The Forms of Water in 
Clouds and Rivers, Ice and 
and Glaciers. With Twenty-five 
Illustrations. Seventh Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

Volume I. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

VAMBERY (Prof. A.). 

Bokhara: Its History and 
Conquest. Second Edition. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price i&r. 

VAN BENEDEN (Mons.). 

Animal Parasites and 
Messmates. With 8^ Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Cloth, price 5*. 

Volume XIX. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

VAUGHAN (H. Halford), some- 
time Regius Professor of Modem 
History in Oxford University. 

New Readings and Ren- 
derings of Shakespeare's Tra- 
gedies. Vol. I. Demy 8vo. Cloth, 
price 15*. 
VINCENT (Capt. C. E. H.). 

Elementary Military 
Geography. Reconnoitring, 

and Sketcning. Compiled for 
Non - Commissioned Officers and 
Soldiers of all Arms. Square 
crown 8vo. Cloth, price 2j. td. 



\ 
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VOGEL (Dr. Hermann). 
The Chemical effects of 
Light and Photography, in their 
application to Art, Science, and 
Industry. The translation thoroughly 
revised. With loo Illustrations, in- 
cluding some heautiiul si)ecimens of 
I^otography. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price ss. 

Volume Xy. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

VYNER (Lady Mary). 
Every day a Portion. 

Adapted from the Bible and the 
Prayer Book, for the Private Devo- 
tions of those living in Widowhood. 
(^oUected and edited by Lady Marv 
Vyner. Square crown 8vo. Clotn 
extra, price ss. 

WALLER (Rev. C. B.) 
The Apocalypse, Reviewed 
under the Light of the Doctrine of 
the Unfolding Ages and the Resti- 
tution of all Things. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price i2f. 

WARTENSLEBEN (Count H. 
von). 

The Operations of the 
South Army in January and 
February, 1871. Compiled from 
the Official War Documents of the 
Head-quarters of the Southern Army. 
Translated by Colonel C. H. von 
Wright. With Maps. Demy Svo. 
Cloth, price 6s. 

The Operations of the 
First Army under Gen. von 
Manteuffel. Translated by Colonel 
C. H. von Wright. Uniform with 
the above. Demy Svo. Cloth, price 

WATERFIELD, W. 

Hymns for Holy Days and 
Seasons. 32mo. Cloth, price is. 6d. 

WAY (A.), M.A. 

The Odes of Horace Liter- 
ally Translated in Metre. Fcap. 
Svo. Cloth, price 2s. 

WELLS (Capt. John C), R.N. 

Spitzbergen — The Gate- 
way to the Polynia ; or, A Voyage 
to Spitzbergen. With numerous Il- 
lustrations by Whymper and others, 
and Map. New and Cheaper Edi- 
tion. Demy Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 



WETMORB(W. 8.x 
Commercial Telegraphic 

Code. Second Edition. Post 410. 
Boards, price 4U. 

WHITAKER (Florence). 
Christy's Inheritance. A 

London Story. Illustrated. Royal 
x6mo. Cloth, price if. 6d, 

WHITE (A. D.), LL.D. 
Warfare of Science. With 

PreCatory Note by Professor TyndalL 
Second Edition. Crown 8va Cloth, 
price 3f . 6d. 

WHITE (Capt. F. B. P.X 
The Substantive Seniority 
Army List— Majors and Cap- 
tains. 8va Sewed, price 9s. 6d. 

WHITNEY (Prof. W. D.) 
The Life and Growth of 

Language. Second Edition. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 5*. Copyright 
Edition. 

Volume XVI. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

Essentials of English 
Grammar for the Use of Schools. 

Crown Svo. Cloth, price 3^. 6d. 

WHITTLE (J. L.), A.M. 
Catholicism and the Vati- 
can. With a Narrative of the Old 
Catholic Congress at Munich. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 4J. 6d. 

WICKHAM (Capt. E. H., R.A.) 
Influence of Firearms upon 
Tactics : Historical and Critical 
Investigations. By an Officer of 
Superior Rank (in the German 
Army). Translated by Captain E. 
H. Wickham, R.A. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price ^s. 6d. 

WILBERFORCE (H. W.). 
The Church and the Em- 
pires. Historical Periods. Pre- 
ceded by a Memoir of the Author 
by John Henry Newman, D.D. of 
the Oratory. With Portrait. Post 
Svo. Cloth, price loj. 6d. 

WILKINSON (T. L.). 
Short Lectures on the Land 

Laws. Delivered before the Work- 
ing Men's College. Crown Svo. 
Limp Cloth, price zs. 



C. Kegan Paul &» Coh Publications, 
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WILrLIAMS (A. Lukyn). 
Famines in India; their 

Causes and Possible Prevention. 
The Essay for the Le Bas Prize, 1875. 
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

WILLIAMS (Charles), one of the 
Special Correspondents attached to 
the Staff of Ghazi Ahmed Mouktar 
Pasha. 

The Armenian Campaign : 

Diary of the Campaign of 1877 in 
Armenia and Koormstan. With 
Two Special Maps. Large post 8vo. 
Cloth, price xos. 6d. 

WILLIAMS (Rowland), D.D. 

Life and Letters of, with Ex- 
tracts from his Note-Books. £dited 
by Mrs. Rowland Williams. With 
a Photographic Portrait.^ 2 vols. 
Large post 8vo. Cloth, price 2\s. 

Psalms, Litanies, Coun- 
sels and Collects for Devout 
Persons. Edited by his Widow. 
New and Popular Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 35. 6d, 

WILLIS (R., M.D.) 

Servetus and Calvin : a 

Study of an Important Epoch in the 
Early History of the Reformation. 
8vo. Cloth, price 16*. 

William Harvey. A History 
of the Discovery of the Circula- 
tion of the Blood. With a Portrait 
of Harvey, after Faithorne. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price i+r. 

WILLOUGHBY (The Hon. 
Mrs.). • 

On the North Wind — 
Thistledown. A Volume of Poems. 
Elegantly bound. Small crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price js. 6d. 

WILSON (H. Schutz). 
Studies and Romances. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

WILSON (Lieut^Col. C. T.). 

James the Second and the 
Duke of Berwick. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price lor. 6d, 



WINTERBOTHAM (Rev. R.), 
M.A., B.Sc. 

Sermons and Expositions. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 
WOINOVITS (Capt I.). 
Austrian Cavalry Exercise. 

Translated by Captain W. S. Cooke. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 

WOOD (C. F.). 

A Yachting Cruise in the 

South Seas. With Six Photo- 
graphic Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price fs. 6d. 

WRIGHT (Rev. David), M.A. 

Waiting for the Light, and 
other Sermons. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6*. 

WYLD(R. S.), F.R.S.E. 

The Physics and the Philo- 
sophy of the Senses ; or. The 
Mental and the Physical in their 
Mutual Relation. Illustrated by 
several Plates. Demy 8vo. Qoth, 
price 16s. 

YONGE (C. D.). 

History of the English 

Revolution of z688. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6s. 

YOUMANS (Eliza A.). 

An Essay on the Culture 
of the Observing Powers of 
Children, especially in connection 
with the Study of Botany. Edited, 
with Notes and a Supplement, by 
Joseph Pa3me, F. C. P., Author of 
" Lectures on the Science and Art of 
Education," &c. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price %s. 6d. 

First Book of Botany. 

Designed to Cultivate the Observing 
Powers of Children. With 300 En- 
l^ravings. New and Enlarged Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

YOUMANS (Edward L.), M.D. 

A Class Book of Chemistry, 
on the Basis of the New System. 
With 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5*. 

ZIMMERN (H.). 

Stories in Precious Stones. 

With Six Illustrations. Thu-d Edi- 
Jon. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price $s. 
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THE NINETEENTH CENTURY. 

A Monthly ReiHew^ edited by James Knowles, price 2s. 6d, 

Vols, z and a (Price 143. each] and VoL 3 (Price 178.) con- 
tain Contributions by the following Writers : 



Rabbi Hermann Adier. 

The Duke of Argyll. 

Mr. Arthur Arnold. 

Mr. Matthew Arnold. 

Rev. Dr. George Percy Badger. 

Rev. Canon Barry. 

Dr. H. Charlton Bastian. 

Sir Thomas Bazley, Bart., M.P. 

Mr. Edgar Bowring. 

Mr. Thomas Brassey, M.P. 

Rev. J. Baldwin Brown. 

Professor George von Bunsen. 

Dr. Carpenter. 

Professor Clifford. 

Professor Colvin. 

Rev. R. W. Dale. 

Mr. Edward Dicey. 

Mr. Grant Duff, M.P. 

Mr. Archibald Forbes. 

Mr. J. A. Froude. 

Rt. Hon. W. E. Gladstone, M.P. 

Bishop of Gloucester and Bristol. 

Mr. W. R. Greg. 

Mr. Frederick Harrison. 

Mr. George Jacob Holyoake. 

Mr. R. H. Hutton. 

Professor Huxley. 

Mr. Henry Irving. 

Sir John Lubbock, M.P. 

Rev. Malcolm MacColl. 



Mr. A. H. Mackonochie. 

Cardinal Mannin^^. 

Rev. Dr. MartimeaiL. 

His Highness Midhat Pasha. 

Professor Henry Morley. 

Rl Hon. Lyon Playfair^ M.P. 

Mr. George Potter. 

Mr. W. R. S. Ralston. 

Viscount Stratford de Redcliffe. 

Professor Croom Robertson. 

Rev. J. Guiness Rogers. 

Professor Ruskin. 

The Very Rev. the Dean of St. Paul's. 

Lord Selbome. 

Professor Goldwin Smith. 
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